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An Eitlay Ly am M. G. to O. 
| B. upon Ef hoes Poems. 


Dear Si, © 
Hear this Town does ſo law 

With fawcy Cenfſarers, that faults are found 

With what of late we{in Poetique rage) 
| Beſtowing, threw away on the dull Age; 
But (howſoe*re Envy, their ſpleens may raiſe, 
Torobthy Brows of the deſerved-Bays) 7 
Their thanks at leaft I merit, fince through me; 
They are partakers of your Poetry : 1:8 
And this is all Ple ſay in my defence, . 31 
T? obtain one Line of your well-worded ſenſe; 9; 
Pd be content-t' have writ the Britiſh Prince. .  Y| 
Pm none of thoſe who think themſelves inſpir'd, 
Nor write with the vain hope to be admir «, 
But from aRule I have (upon long tryal) 
T? avoid with care all ſort of felt denyal. 
{ Which-way {vere deſire, and fancy lead, 
(Contemning Fame) that Path I boldly tread's 
And if expoling what I take for wit, - > 
To my dear felt a pleaſure I beget, & 
No matter tho the cenfring Criticks fret. 
Theſe whom my Muſe diſpleaſes, are at ſtrife, - 
With equal ſpleen againſt my courſe of life, 
The leaſt delight of which, P11 not forgo, 
For all the flatPring praiſe, an can beſiow. 4 

p] It--5 


(a) 
Ii I defign'd to pleaſe, the way were then, 
To mend-my-Manners, rather than my.Pen: 


The firs unnatural, therefore unfit, Do» Fo 

And for the, ſecond; I'deſpair of 16" =. & | Ts 
Since Grace 1s near ashard to get as Wit. Jr 
Perhaps ii! Verſes, ought to be-confin*d, Ir 
In meer good bre eding like unſay*ry Wind: - 


Were readirig ford, I ſhou'd be apt to think; = 
Men might no more'write ſcurvily than ſtink: 
But *tis: your choice; *whether youll] read or NO,. | 
If likewiſe of your ſmelling it were fo. | 
Pd.Fart:juſt asI write for:my own eaſe, . f 
Nor ſhow'd you be concertid unleſs you pleaſe, | 
Pilown;-that you write better than 1 do, : 
But I have as much need to write as you. 
What tho the Excrements of my dull Brain, 
-Flows:tn'a harſh in:ipid ſtrain ; 3 
'Whilft your rich Head, eaſes it ſelf of Wir. 
Muſt none but Civir Cats have leave to thit ? 
In ajLI write,” ſhou'd Senſe, and Wit;-and Rhyme, a 
Fail meat once, yet ſomething ſo ſublime, FO 
Shall ſtamp my Poem, | that the World may ſee, 
It cou'd haye been produc'd by none but-me';z 
And that?s my end, for Man can wiſh-no more, 
* Than foto write, 2s-noene ere writ before. 
Yer why am I no Poet of the times ? : 
I have Alluſions, Simlies and Rhymes, 
And Wir, .or elſe *ris hard that 1 alone, 
Of the whole Race of Mankind ſhow'd have none. 
; Unequally the giving Hand of Heay? n, | 
, Ha$al) but this one only bleſing giv*n: 
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(5) | 
The World appears like a grezt Family, - © 
Whoſe Lord oppreſt with:Pride and Poverty.” . 

( That to a few great bounty he may ſhow)--- 
Is fain to.ſtarve. the num*rous Train below. - 


Juſt ſoſeems Fortune, as poor and vain, *: 


In ſtriving to ſupport, but can't maintain, 7: 

Here tis profuſe, and'there it mainly. faves, 

And for one Prince.; - it makes ten thouſand” 
SLVede: tt, | 


JOf which fo juſt a ſhare to each is ſent, . 


Yet Providence in wits Magnificent, ' 4 


hat the moſt Avaricious are content. 
or none ere thought (the due diviſions ſuch) 
His owntoo little, or his Friends toa.much, 
ſet moſt Men ſhew, or find great want of Wit, 
ritiag themſelves, or judging what is writ, 
But I, who am of ſprightly-vigour full, | 


Look on Mankind, asenvious and dull, 


Born to my ſelf, my ſelf 1 like alone, 
JAnd muſt conclude my judgement good, or none, 


"4 For cou'd my ſenſe be naught, bow ſhowd 1 know, 


» 


Ie. 


[hell - 


Vhether another Mans were good or no ? 
husI refolve of my own Poetry, 
hat *tis the beſt, and there's a Fame for me. 
f then I'm happy, what does it advance, 
Vhither to meritdue, or Arrogance ? TL 
Dh ! but the World will take offence hereby, 
hy then the World ſhall ſuffer for't, not 1. 
id ere the ſawcy World and I agree, 
To let it have its beaſtly will on me? 
hy ſhon'd my proſtituted ſenſe be drawn, 
Lo ev'ry Rule their _ Cuſtomes ſpawn ? 
( '3 


But 


(6) 
But Men will cenſore:you, 'tis two to one, 
When &re they cenſure they?l1 be in the wrong. 
Theres not a thing on Earth that I can name, 
' So fooliſh and fo falſe, as common Fame. 
It calls the Courtier Knave, the plain Man rude, 
Haughty the grave, and the delightful lew'd. 
Impertinent the brisk, Moroſs the ſad, 
Mean the familiar, the reſerv'd one mad. 
Poor helpleſs Woman, is not favour'd more, 
She's a ſly Hypocrite, or publick Whore. 
Then who the Devil, wouv'd give this---to be free 
From the Innocent reproach of infamy. 
Theſe things conſider'd, make me (in defpight 
Of idle. Rumour) keep at home. and write. 


ec... x FIT" * . : p- % aft 4 44 WET EEC . Ye Tous th 


FT £7 TK. | | 


| Erel (who to my coſt already.am 
One of thoſe ſtrange prodigions Crea-! 
tures Man.) 
A Spirit free, to chooſe for my own ſhare, 
W hat caſe of Fleſh and Blood, I pleaſe to wear, 
I'd be a Dog, a 4onkey, or a Bear. dhe 
Or any thing but that vain Animal, 
Who is ſo proud of being rational. 
The ſenſes are too grofs, -and he'll contrive 
A ſixth, to contradict the other five ; 
' And before certain inſtin&t, will preferr 
| Reaſon, which fifty times for one Qoes err. 
Hy Reaſon, 
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(7) 
Reaſon, an /gnis fatiawe in the mind, 

Which leaving light of Nature, ſenſe behind ; 
Pathleſs and dang?rous wandring ways it takes, 
Through errors, Fenny-Boggs,and Thorny Brakes ; 
Whilſt the miſguided follower, climbswith pain, 


Mountains of whimſeys, heap*'din his own Brain : © 


down, . 
Into doubts boundleſs. Sea,. where like to drown. 
Books bear him up a while, and make him try, 
To ſwim with Bladders of Philoſophy; _ : 
In hopes ſtill tforetake thfeſcaping light, : 


Stumbling from thought to thought, falls headlong 


The Y.zpoxr dafices in his dazling fight, 

Till ſpent, it leaves him to eternal Night. | 
Then Old Age andexperience, hand in hand, 
Lead him to Death, . and make him underſtand, 


; Arter a ſearch fo painful, and ſo long, 
i Thatall his life he has been in the wrong 3 
} Hudled in dirt, the reaſoning E-7gine lyes, 


Who was fo proud, ſo witty, 'and ſo wile, 


5 Pride drew him in, as Cheats their Bubbles catch, 


And makes him venture to be made a Wretch. 
His wiſdom did his happineſs deftroy, 
Aiming to know what World he ſhow'd enjoy ; 
And Wit was his vain frivolous pretence, 
Of pleaſing others, at his own-expence. 
For Wits are treated juſt like common Whores 
Firſt they*re enjoy d, and then kickt out of doors, 
The pleaſter paſt, athreatning bout remains, 
That frights the enjoyer, with ſucceeding pains: 
Women and Men of Wir, are dangerous Tools, 
And eyer fatal to admiring Fools, 

A 4 | Pleaſure 


| (8) -—-—__ 
Pleaſure allures, and when the Fopps eſcape, - 
*Tis not. that they*re beloy*d;; but fortunate, : 
And therefore what they fear;at leaſt :they hate. 

- But now methinks ſome formal Band,and Beard, 
Takes me to task, come on Sir, I'm prepar'd. 

. Then by your'favatr, any thing that's writ 

Againft Ins gibeing jiingling knack calld Wit, 

Likes me abundantly, bnt you take care, 
on. Cpon this point,” 108 to be tos ſevere. 
Perhaps my Muſe, were fitter for this part, 
_ For] xk: | , 4 can be very ſmart © 


I  OnWhit, which I abhor with all my heart : 


But your grand indiſcretion bids me ſtay, 
And turns my Tide of Ink another way. 
What rage ferments in your degen'rate mind, 
To make you rail at Reaſon, and Mankind ? 

Bleft glorious Han ! to whom alone kind Heat”n, 
 AAneverlaſting Soul has freely oivn; 

' '. Whom bis great Maker took ſuch care to make, 
' That from himſelf he did the Image take, 
And thus fair frame, in (Mining Reaſon areſt, 
To dignifie bu Nature above Beaſt. 
| ogy 4 by whoſe airing influence, 
We take a flight beyond material ſenſe. 

Dine into Myſteries, then ſoaring pierce, 
The flaming limites of the Univerſe, | 
Search Heav'n and Hell, find out what's afted there, 
And. give the World trac grounds of hope and fear. 
Hold mighty Man-I cry, all this we know, 
Frat the Pathetique Pen of /ngel/o ; | 


' Tlongto laſh it in ſome ſharp Eſſay, © 


F; . 
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 Compairing his ſhort life, void of all reſt, 


Where Attion ceaſes, thoughts impertinent : 


' That bounds deſires, with a reforming will,” - 


, (9) 
From P----Pilgrim, S-----replys, © 

And 'tis thisvery reaſon I deſpiſe. 
This ſypernatural-gifr, that makes a Myte, 
Think he 1s the Image of the Infinite : 


To the Eternal, and the ever bleſt. 

This bufie, puzling, ſtirring up. of doubt, 

That frames deep Myſteries, then finds 'em out ; 
Filling with frantick Crowds of thinking Fools, 
Thoſe Reverend Bedlarnis, Colledges, and Schools 
Borne on whoſe Wings,cach heavy'Sort can pierce, 
The Limits of the boundlefs Univerſe. | 
So charming Oyntments, mgkesan Old Witch flie, - | 
And bear a Crippeld Carcaſs through the Skie. _  } 
"Tis this exalted pow*r, whoſe bus'neſs lies, 

In Nonſenſe, and impoſlibilities. * #4. 
This made a Whimſical Philoſopher, 

Before the ſpacious World, his Tub prefer, 

And we have modern Cloyſterd Coxcombs, who 
Retire to think, cauſe they have naught to do. 1 
But thonghts, are giv'n for Aftions Government, _* 


Our Sphere of Aftion, is lites happineſs, 

And he who thinks beyond, thinks like an Aſs. 
Thus, whilſt *gainſt falſe reas'ning | inveigh, 

I ownright Reafon, which I wou'd obey : 

That Reaſon that diſtinguiſhes by ſenſe, 

And gives us Rules of good and bad from thence : 


To keep 'em more in vigour, not to kill. ' 
Your Reaſon hinders, mine helps Yenjay, 
Renewing Apetites, yours wou'd deſtroy. 
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. My Reaſon is my Friend, yours is a Cheat, 
Hunger call's out, my Reaſon hids me eat ; 


Perverſly yours, your Appetite Joes mock, 


[This asks for Food, that anſwers what's a Clock ? 


T his plain diſtinCtion Sir your doubt ſecures, 
Tis not true Reaſon I deſpiſe but yours. 


 ThusI think Reaſon righted, but for Man, 


Ple nere recant, defend him if you can. 

For all his Pride, and his Philoſophy, 

"Tis evident, Beaſts are in their degree, : 
As wiſe at leaſt, and aCt as well as he. 

Thoſe Creatures are the wiſeſt who attain, 
By ſureſt means, the ends at which they aim. 
If therefore Fowler, finds and kills his Hares; 
Better than thoſe ſupply'd committee Chairs ; 
Though one a Man was, the other but a Hound, 
Foerler in Juſtice wou'd be wiſer found. 

You ſee how far Mans wiſdom hereextends, 
Look next, if humane Nature makes amends 
Whoſe Principles, molt gemrous are and juſt, 
And to whoſe Morals, you wou'd ſooner truſt. 
Be Judge your ſelf, I le bring it to the teſt, 
Which 1s the baſeſt Creature Man or Beaſt ? 
Birds feed on Birds, Beaſts on each other prey, 
B it Savage Man alone, does Man betray : 

Preſt by neceſlity, they kill for Food, 

Man undoes Man, to do himſelf no good. : « 


With Teeth,& Claws:by Nature arm'd they hunt, 


Nacures allowance to ſupply their want. 


But Man, with ſmiles,embraces,Friendſhips praiſe, 


Unhumanely his Fellows life betrays ; 


With 


(1t) 
With voluntary pains, works his diſtreſs. 

Not through neceſſity, byt.wavtonneſs. 

For hunger, or for Love, they fight or tear, 
Whilſt wretched man is ſtill in Arms for fear ; 

For fear he Armes, and is of Armes afraid, 

By fear, to fear, ſucceſſively betray?d, 

Baſe fear, the force whence his beſt paſſion came, 
His boaſted Honour, andhis dear bought Fame. 
That luſt of Pow'r, to which he's ſuch a Slave, 
And for the which alone he dares be brave : 

To which his varions Projects are defign'd, 

Which makes him ger*rons, affable, and kind. 
For which he takes ſuch pains to be thonght wile, 
And ſcrews his aCtions in a forc'd diſgnite : 

Leading a tedious life in miſery, 

Under laborious mean Hypocralie. 

Look to the bottom of his vaſt deſign, | 
Where in Mans Wiſdom, Pow?r, and Glory joyn 
'The gaod he afts, the ll be does endure z 

"Tis all for fear, to make himſelf ſecure. 

Meerly for ſafety, after Fame we thirſt, 

For all men wou'd be Cowards if they durſt. 

And honeſty*s againſt all common ſenſe, 

Men muſt be Knaves, cis in their own defence. 
Mankind's diſhoneſt, if you think it fair ; | 
Amongſt known Cheats, to play upon the {quare, 
Yowle he nndone -------- 

Nor can weak truth, your reputation ſave, 

The Knaves, will all agree to call you Knave. 
Wrong*d ſhall he live, inſalied ore oppreſt. 

Who dares be leſs a Villain thanthe reſt. 


Thus 
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Thus Sir youſee whiat humane Nature craves, 


Moſt Men are Cowards,moſtMen ſhou'd be Knaves: 


The difPrence lyes, (as far as. canſee) 
Not in the thing jr {elf, but the degree; 
And all the ſubje&t matter ofdebare, 
Is only who's a Knave, of the firſt Rate? -. 
- AI thi$ with indignation have I hurPd, - 
At the pretendinsz-part ofthe proud World, 
Wha {woln with ſelfiſh vanity, deviſe, -__ 
Falſe freedoms, holy Cheats, and formal Lye 
Over their fellow Slaves, to tyrannize, 

Burt if at all, fo juſt 3 Man there be, 
F (Atall, ajuſt Man, of that bleſt degree.) 
F Who does his nieedful flattery direct; 
Not to oppreſs, and raine, but protect ; 
- Since flattery which way ſo ever laid, 
Is ſtill a Tax on that unhappy Trade. 
If fo vpright a Patriot, you can find, 
Whole paſſions bend to his unbyas*d Mind; 
Who does his Arts, ard Policies apPIYs 
To raife his Country, not his Family ; 
Who þoldly fatal, Avarice withſtands, 
And tempting Bribes, from Friends corrupted 

- ... Hands. : __ 

Is there a Mortal who on God relyes ? | 
Whoſe Life, his Faith, and DoQtrine Juſtifies ? 
| Not one blown np, with vain aſpiring Pride, 
Who for reproot of Sins, does Man deride : 
Whoſe envious heart with ſawcy Eloquence, 
Dares chide at Kings, and rail at Men of ſenſe. 


Who 


C13) 
Who in his talking vents. more peevilh lies, 
More bitter railings, ſcandals, Calamnies, 
Than at a Ooflipping, are thrown about, . 
When the good Wives get drunk.and then fall ont. 
None of that fenſual Tribe, whoſe Talents lye, 
In Avarice, : Pride, .Sloath-and Glattony. -  _ - - + -- 
Who hunt Preferment, .buat abhor good Lives , 
Whoſe luſt exalted, to- that height arrives, © 
They atAdulory with their NeighboursWives. 
And @re a ſcore of years compleated be, 
Can from the lofty Stage of Honour ſee, 
Halt a large Pariſhtheir own Progeny. 
Nor doating he who wou'd be ador*d, 
For dominecring whenar's hight he*s ſoard, 
A greater Fop, in bufineſs at fourſcore, 4 
Foader of ferious Toyes, aftefted more, - 
Than the gay glitt'ring Fool, 'at twenty proves, 
With all his noiſe, his tawdrey Cloaths and Loves. 
But a meek humble Man of modelt ſenſe, 
Who Preaching peace'does praCtice continence 
Whoſe pious life*s:a'proof he does believe, 
Miſterious truths, which ns Man can conceive. 
If upon /Earth'there dwell ſuch Godlike Men, 
Ple here recant my Paradox to them. 
Adore thoſe Shrines of Vertne, Homage pay, 
And with the thinking Worid, their Laws obey. 
If ſuch there are, yet grant me this at leaſt, 
Man differs wore from Man, than Man from Beaſt. 
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A Ranble in St.J AMES PARK. 


NM Wine had paſt with grave diſcourſe, 

Of who kiſt who, and who does worſe; 

Such as'yon uſually do hear, 

From them that dyet at the Beer ; ; 

When J,” who ſtill take care to ſee, 

How ſquares were carry?d; and how things agree; 

Went out into St. James's Fark, 

To cool my.Head, and fire my Heart: 

But though $t. Fares has the honor on't, 

"Tis carffecrate to each Gallant, 

There by amoſt inceſtuoys Birth ; 

Strange Woods ſpring fromthe teeming Earth. 

For they relate how heretofore, 

When Antienrt Pict, beganto' Whore, 

Deluded of his Afgnation, : 

(Jiting itſeems was then in faſhion.) 

Poor penſive Lover, in this place, 

Would weep upon his Mothers Face : 

Whence Rowes af Mandrakes tall did riſe, 

Whoſe lofty Tops near reacht the Skies. 

Each imitative Branch does twine, 

In ſome lov'd fold of Arerine. 

And Nightly naw beneath their ſhade, 

Are Amorons charming Dittyes made. 

Unto this All-ltove-ſheltring Grove, 

Laſſes of th' Bulks and the Alcove. 

Great Ladies Chamber-Maids, and Drudges ; 

The Rag-picker and Heireſle trudges: _ 
/AF - 
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Carmen, Divines, great Lords and Taylors, 


- Prentices, Pimps, Poets and Gaolers ; 


Foot-men, fine Fops, do herearrive, 


And herepromiſcully they ſtrive. 


Along theſe hollow'd Walks it was, 
That I beheld Corimma pals; 
Who eyer had been by to y 
The proud diſdain ſhe calt on me. 
Though charming Eyes, he wou'd have ſwore, 
She dropt from Heav?n that very hour ; 
Forſaking the Divine abode. 
In ſcorn of ſome deſpairing God. 


\ But mark what Creatures Women are. 


So infinitely vile, and fair. 

Three Knights, 'o*h* Elbow and the flurr, 
With wrigling Tails, made up to her. 

The firſt was of your upſtart Blades, 
Near kin to her that rule the Maids, 
Grac'd by whoſe favour he was able, 
Tobring a Friend co th? Waiters Table. 
Where he had heard Sir Edward S----- 
Say how a Knight lowd Banfted Mutton. 
Since when he*d ne*er be brought to eat, 
By?*s good will any other Meat. 
In this, as well as all the reſt, 
He ventures-to do like the beſt. 
But wanting common ſenſe, tl? ingredient, 
In chooſing well, not leaſt-expedient. 
Converts Abortive imitation. 
To Univerſal affettation ; | 
So he not only eats and talks, © tl 55, TONY 
Eut t feels and fnells, {its down and walks. '” 


a 
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'- Nay looks, and lives, and loyes by Rote, 

+ In an old tawdrey Birth-Day-Coat. 

The ſecond was a Grays Inn Wir, 

' A great Inhabiter.of the Pit; i++ 

| Where Critjck-like, he ſits and ſquints, 
- Steals Pocket-Handkerchiefs, and hints, 

t - From's Neighbour, and the Comedy,- - 

+ ToCourtand pay-his Landlady. | 

Z Tkethird a Ladies Eldeſt Son, - --- 

Within few-years of twenty one ; 

F Who hopes from his propitious Fate, 

Againſt he comes to his Eſtate. | 

* By theſe two Worthies to be made Ul 
- A moſt accompliſht tearing Blade. 

E One in a ſtrain *rwixt Tnne and Nonſenſe, 

F Cryes, Madam, 1 have lovd you long ſince, 

| Permit me your fair Hand to kiſs. 

E Whenat her Moutlr her Heart {ayes yes. 

} . In ſhort, without much more ado. 

E Joyful and pleaf'd, away ſhe flew ; 

And with theſe three-confounded Aſſes, 

From Park to Hackney-Coack ſhe-paſles. 

|  Soa proud Bitch does lead abont, 

&. Of Humble Currs, the-Amorous rout : 

Who moſt obſequiouſly do-hunt, 

t Their Female T rull by her ftrong ſcent. 

{- Some Pow?r more- Patient now Telate ; 

| The ſenſe of this ſurprizing Fate. 

E Gods! that a thing admir'd by me, 

P- Shou'd taſt ſo much of Infamy. -  _ 

| Had ſhe pickt out torub her Arſe on, 

| Some well hnng Clown ot Greaſy Boaſon, 
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Each job of whoſe wel manag'd Sluce, 
Had fill'd her up with wholſome_ Juice. 
1 the proceeding ſhou'd have prais'd, 
In hopes ſhe'd quench a Fire I rais'd : 
Such nat?ral freedoms are but juſt, 
There's ſomething gen'rous in meer Luſt. 
But to turn damn'd abandon'd 7aae, 
W hen neither Head nor Tail perſwade; 
The Devil plar'd booty, ſure with thee, 
To bring a blot of infamy. 
But why was I of all Mankind, 
To ſo ſevere a fate defign'd ? 
Ungrateful! why this Treachery 
To humble fond, believing me ? 
EWho gave you Priviledges above, 
he nice allowances of Love ? 
Did ever I refuſe to bear 
he meaneſt part your Love cou'd ſpare ? 
hen you lew'd you came char'd home, 
rencht with the Juice of half the Town. 
y Dram of Love, was ſupt up after, 
For the digeſtive Surfeir Water. 
ull gordged at another time, 

ith a vait 2eal, not fit to name, 

hich your devouring 7 ail had drawn 
rom Porters Backs, and Fcot-mens Brawn. 
was content to ſerve you np, 

y little Zire, for your Grace Cup ; 

or ever thought it an abuſe, 

hile you had pleaſure for Excuſe. 
ou that cou'd make my Heart away, 
or Noiſe and Colours, and betray, 

B 
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_ The Secrets of my tender hours, ' 
To fuch K night Errant Paramours ; 
When leaning on your Faithleſs Breaſt, 
Wrapt in ſecurity, and reſt. 
Sott kindneſs all my pow'rs did move, 
And reaſon lay ditlolv'd in Love. 
May ſtinking YVapour choaktyour Womb, 
Such as the Aer you dote upon ; 
May your deprav'd Appetite, 
That cou'd in whiffling Feols delight, 
Beget ſuch Frerzes In your mind, 
You may go mad for the North-wind. 
And fixing all your hopes on it, 
To have him Bluſter in your Pt. 
Tarn up your longing Tail to th? Air, 
And periſh in a wild deſpair. 
But Cowards ſhall forget to Rant, 
School-Bays to Play, and Whores to Paint : 
The Feſuits Fraternity, 
Shall leave the ule of Graelty. 
Low things,. infpir'd- with, Grace Divine, i2 
\ FromEarthy Pall, to. Heav'n ſhall climb; 1 
Phyſicians, ſhall for nothing eaſe us, i 
*. And diſobedience ceafe to: pleaſe us. f 
Fre l deſiſt with all my Pow x, - f 
To plague this Woman and undo her. k 
But my revenge will beſt be-tith'd, {| 
When ſhe is Marzy'd that. is lyny d; } 
In that moſt famentable State; -: 
Fil make her feel my ſcorn, and hate: ; 
Pelther with Scandals, Truth, or Lies, 
And hcr poor Czrr with jealoukies. 


119.) 
TillI havetorn him from her Breech, 
Whilſt ſhe do's whine for what's paſt Reach 
Leath'd, and depriv'd, kickt out of Tow, 
Into ſome dirty hole alone, 
To Chew the Crd of miſery, 
7 And know ſhe ows itall to me. 
8 ÞAnd may no Woman better thrive, 
Who dares prophane the thiag I love. 


A Letter fancy'd from Artemiſa in the Town, . 
to Cloe in the Conntrey. 


Zoe, by your command in Verſe I write, _ 
Shortly you'l bid me ride aſtride and Fight 
Such Talents better with our Sex agree, 
f7 Than lofty flights of dang'rous Poetry, 
i Among the Men, I mean the Men of wit, 
2} (Art leaſt they paſt for ſuch before they writ.) 
| How many bolg advent'rers for the Bays, 
3 Proudly deſigning large returns of Praiſe. 
& Wha durſt that ſtormy Pathle(s World explore, } 
* Were ſoon daſht back, and wreckt on the dulli 
4 _ ſhore; | 
13 Broke off that kittle ſtock they had before. 
How wou'd a Womans tott'ring Bargue be toſt, 
Where ſtopteſt Ships, 'the Men of VVir are loſt? 
When I refle&on this1 ſtraight grow wiſe, 
- And my own lelf I-zravely thus adviſe. 
bt B 2 Dear 


F 


itl 


(20) 

Dear Artemiſa, Perry's a Snare, 
Bedlam, has many arnſions , have a care, 
Your Muſe diverts you, makes the Reader ſad, 
You think your ſelf inſpir'd, he thinks you mad. 
Thus like an Arrant Woman as Iam, | 
No ſooner well convinc'd writin'gs a ſhame, © 
That Whore is ſcarce a more reproachful name 
Than Poete/s 
Like Men that Marry, or like Maids that woe, 
Becaule it 1s the worſt thing they can do. 
Pleas'd with the contradiction, and the Sin, 


Me thinks I ſtand on Thorns till I begin. 


You expect to hear at leaſt, what love has paſt 
In this lewd Town, fince you, and I ſaw laſt 
What change has happen d of Intrigues, and whe- 

ther, 
_ The old ones laſt, and who, and who's together ? 
But how (iny deareſt Cloe) ſhou'd I ſet 
My Pen to write, what I woud fain forget ? 
Or name the loſt thing Love, without a Tear, 
Since ſo debauch'd by 11]-bred Cuſtomes here ? 
Love, the moſt generous paſſion of the mind, 
T he ſofteſt refuge innocence can find, 
The fafe direCtor of unguided Youth, 
- Fraught with kind wiſhes and ſecur'd by Trath ; 
That Cordial drop, Heav n in our Cup has thrown, 
To make the naus'ons draught of life go dowy ; 
On which'one only blefling, God might raiſe, 
In Lands of Atheiſts, Subſidies of praiſe 3 
For none did, cre ſo dull, and ſtupid prove, 
Bur felt a God, ard bleſt his pow r in love : 


This # 


#5: S/ 
This only joy, for which poor we were made, 
Is grown like play, to be an Arrant Trade ; 
The Rooks creep in, and it has got of late, 

As many little cheats, and tricks as that : 

But what yet more a Womans heart wou'd vex, 
'Tis chiefly carry'd on hy our own Sex. 


Turn G1p/tes, for a neaner liberty, 
And hate reſtraint, though but from infamy. , 
They- call what ever 1s not common, nice, - 


Oh filly Sex ! though born like Afonarchs 2 I 


And deaf to Natures Rule, or Loves advice, 

Forſake the pleaſure, to perſae the Vice. 

To an exact perfeCcion they have brought, 

The Action Love, the paſlion is forgot ; 

'Tis below VVirt, they ſay, if we admire, 

Andev'n with approving, they delire : 

Their private wiſh, obeys the publique voice 

'T wixt good,and bad,whimſcy decides,not choice; 

Faſhion's grown up to taſte, at formes they ſtrike, 

They ae Songs they way'd have, not what they 
© NKE« 

Bo--- a Beauty, if ſome few agree a 


To call him fo, the reſt to that degree, . 

Aﬀe@ed*are, that with their Ears they ſee. 
VVhere I was viſiting the other Night, 

Comes a fine Lady, with ker humble Knight ; 


VVho had prevail'd with her,through her own skil!, 


At his requeſt, though much againſt his will 
To come to London------------- - 4 
As the Coach ſtopr, I heard her voice more loud, 
I hen a great Bellyed Womans ina Croud ; 


Telling 
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(22) 
Telling the Knight, that her affairs require, 

He for ſome hours, obſequioully retire. 

I think ſhe was aſham'd he ſhou'd be ſeen, | 
Hard fate of Husband, the Gallant had been, 
Thoughta diſeas'd, ill favour'd Fool, brought in 
Diſpatch ſays ſke, the bus'neſs you pretend, 
Your beaſtly viſit, to-your drunken Friend ; 

A Bottle, ever makes you look ſo fine; 
Methinks I long to ſmell you ſtink of VVine : 
Your Countrey drinking breath's enough to Kill ; 
Sowre Ale, corrected with a-Lemmon Pill; 
Prithee farewell, we le meet again anon, 
The neceſſary things bow, and is gone. 

She flies up ſtairs, and haſt does ſhow, 

That filly Antick Poſtures will allow. 

And then burſt ont----And Madam am not I, 
The ſtrangeſt alter d Creature ! let me dye, 

1 find my ſelf rediculouſly grown, 

Embarraſt,, with my being out of Town. 

Rude, and untaught, like any Indian Queer, 
ty Countrey nakeaneſs is ſtrangely ſeen. 

How is Love govern'd, Love that rules the ſtate 
And pray who are the men moſt worn of late ? 
When 1 was Marry'd, Fools were All-a-mode, 
Then Men of Wit, were then held incommoat. 
Slow of belief, and ſickle in dejire, 


Who e're they le be perſwaded, muft enquire, 


As if they came to Fpye, not to admire. 


+: With ſearching wiſdom, fatal to their eaſe, 
---:Tbey find out why, what may, and ſhou'd not pleaſe. 
*: Way take themſelves for injur d, when we date, 
 Makeem thinkbetter of us than we are : 


And | 


(23) 
And if we hide onr frailties from their ſights, 
Call us deceitful Jilts, and Hypocrites ; 
They little gueſs (who at our Arts are griv'd) 
The perfett joy of being well deceiv'd : 
Tnquiſitive, as jealous Cuckolds grow. 
Rather than not be kxowing, they will kyow, © 
What being known, creates their certala woe. ) 
Women, ſhou'd theſe of all Mankind avoid, 
For wonder by clear knowledge 15 deſtroy'd, 
Women, who is an arrant Bird of Night, 0 


Bold in the dusk,, before a Fools all fight, 
Muft fly, when Reaſon brings the blazing light. 
But the kind eaſie Fool, apt to admire 
Himſelf, truſts us ; his follyes all conspire, 6 
To flatter his, and favour our deſire : 
V ain of bis proper merit, he with eaſe, s 
Believes we love him beft,, who beſt can pleaſe > 
Or him our groſs, dull, commen, flatteries paſs. 
Ever moſt happy, when moſt made an Als ; 
Heavy to apprehend, though all Mankind »y 
Perceive us falſe, the Fop himſelf is blind, 
Who doating on himſelf---==--< 
Thinks ewry one that ſees him of his mind. f 
Theſe are true Womens Men here forc'd ro ceaſe, * 
Through want-of breath, not will to hold her 
"> | | 5 
She to the VVindow runs, where ſhe had ſpi'd, 
Her much eſteem'd dear Friend, the Monkey ey?d. 
VVith forty ſniles, as many Antick bows, | 
As if't had been the Lady of the Houſe, 
The dirty chatt ring Monſter, ſhe embrac'd ; 
And made it this fine tender ſpeech at 1aft. 
- 4 


(24) 

Kiſs me! thou curious Miniature of Man. 
How odd thou art ! how pretty ! how japan | 
Oh I cou dlive and dye with thee ! then on 
For half an hour in Complements ſhe ran. 
I took this time to think what Nature meant, 
When this mixt thipg into the V Vorld ſhe ſent, 
So very wile, yet ſo impertinent, 
One that knows ev ry thing ; that God thought fit, 
Shou'd be an Aſs, through choice, not want of wit. 
VVhoſe Foppery, without the help of ſenſe, 
Cou'd ne're have riſe to ſuch an excellence. - 
Nature's as lame in making a true Fop, 
As a Philoſopher ;, the very top 
And dignity of folly we attain, 
' By ſtudious ſearch and labour of the Bran ;- 
By obſervation, Councel, and deep thought, 
Ther?s not a Coxcomb made worth a Gtpef; 
VVe owe that Name to Induſtry, and Arts, 
An eminent Fool, mult be a Man of parts : 
And fucha one was ſhe, who had turn'd ore, 
- + As many Books as Men, lov'd much, read more 
- Had diſcerning wit, to ber was known, 
Ev'ry ones fault, or merit but her own : 
All the good Qualities, that ever bleſt, 
A VVoman ſo diftinguiſh'd from the rt, 
Except diſcretion only, ſhe poſleſt. "IJ 

But now Moncher, dear Pup, ſays ſhe adien, 
And the diſcourſe broke off, does thus renew. 

You ſmile to ſee me, whom the World perchance, 
Miſtakes to have ſome wit, ſo far advance. © 
The intereſt of Fools, that I approve, © © 
Ther merit more, than Mens of wit and love. 


But 


(25) . 

But in our Sex, too many proofs there are, 

Of ſuch whom Wits undone, and Fools repair : 

This in my time, was ſo obſerv'd a Rule, 

Hardly a Wench in Town but had her Fodl ; 

The meaneſt common Slut, who long was gronn, 

The jeaft and ſcorn of evfry Pit Buffoon ; 

Had yet left charms enough, 'to have ſubdufd, 

Some Fop or other, fond to be thought lewd. 

F-one , cond wake an Iriſh Lord, a Nohes ; 

And B--=--- M------ » kad her City Cokes 

A Womans nefre ſo ruin*d, but ſhe can 

Be ſtill reveng*d, on her undoer Man. 

How loſt ſoe*re, ſhe*le find ſome Lover more, 

A more abandon©d Fool, than ſhe a Whore ' 

That wretched thing Corinna, who has 71n 

Through all the ſeveral ways of being undone, . 

Conuten'd at firſt by love, and living then, IN 

By turning thee too dear-bought-cheat on Men. - 

Gay were the hours, and wing*©d with joy they flew, 

When firſt the Town, her early Beauties knew ; 

Courted, admir'd, and lov*d, with Preſemts ted, 

Youth in her Cheeks, and pleaſure in her Bcd. 

Till Fate, or ber ill Angel, thought it fit, 

To make her dote upon a Man of Wit, * 

LVVho found *twas dull to love above a day, 

Made his ill natur©d jeſt, and went away : 

Now ſcorn'd of all, forſaken and oppreſt. 

 Shef's a Memento ori tothe reſt. 

Diſeaſ'd, decay*d, to take up half a Crown, 

Muſt Morgage her long Scarfe and Mantoe-Gorn. 

Poor Creature! who unheard of as a Flye, 
In ſome dark hole, 'nmſt all the VVinter lye. x5 - 

| | 't 
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(26.) 
And want ſbe muſt endure a whole half year, 
That for one Month, ſhe Tawdry may appear : 
1n Eafter Terme, ſhe gets her a new Gown, 
When my young Maſters worſhip comes to Town 3 
From Pedagogue, and Mother, jeſt ſet free, | 
The hopeful Heir, of a great Family ; 
Who with ſtrong Beer, and Beef, the Countrey rules, 
And ever ſimce the Conqueſt, have been Fools. 
And ſtill with careful profpet, to maintain, 
This Charefer, leaſt croſſing of the Strain 
Shou'd mend the Boay Breed, his Friends provide, 
PA Couzen of his own to be bis Bride. 'S 
Ard thus ſet Out -- === | 
With an Eſtate, no Wit, and a young Wife, 
The ſoled comforts of a Coxcomb's life ; 
Dunghil, and Peas, forſook, he comes to Town, 
Turns Spark, learns to be lewd, and is undone. 
Nothing ſutes worſe with Vice, thau want of ſenſe, 
Foels are ſtill wicked, at their own expence. 
This o're grown School-Boy, loft Corinna, wins, 
Ar the firft daſh, to make an Aſs, begins. 
Pretends to like a Man, that has not known 
The V anities, nor Vices of the Town. 
Freſh jn his Youth, and faithful in his Love, 
Ea:er of joys, which he does ſeldom prove, 
Healthful, and ſtrong, he does no pains endure, 
But what the fair oae, he adores, van cure : 
Grateful for favours, does the Sex eſteem, 

And Libells none, for being kind to him. 
Then of the lewdneſs of the Town complains, 


Railes at the Witts, and Atheiſts, and Mrs. 
'Tis 


(27) | 
'Tis better than good ſenſe, than Pow'r or Wealth, 
To have a Blood, untained, yauth, and health. 
The ill-bred Puppy, who has never ſeen, 

| Creature look Jo gay, or talk ſo fine ;, 

| Believes, then falls in love, and then in debt, 
Mortgages all, ev'n tothe Antient Seat, 

To buy this Miftrifs, a new Houſe, for life; 
To ge her Plate, and Jewels, Robs his Wife. 
And when to the height of fondneſs he is grown, 
'Tis time to poyſon him, and all's her onn. 

Thus meeting in ber common Arms his Fate, 

He leaves her Baſtard, Heir to his Eſtate ;, 

And as the Race of ſuch an Owl, deſerves 

Hw own dull lawful Progeny he ſtarves 

Nature, who never made a thing in vain, 

But does each Inſet, ts ſome end ordain. 
Wiſely provides kind-keeping Fools, no doubt 

To pateh up Vices, Men of Wit, were ont. 

* Thus ſhe ran on two hours, ſome grains of ſenſe, 
Still mixt with Volleys of impertinence. 28-3 
But now 'tis time I ſhou'd ſome pitty ſhow, 

To Clee, ſince I cannot chooſe but know ; 
Readers, muſt reap the dullneſs, VVriters ſow. 
By the next Poſt, I will ſuch Stories tell, 

As joyn*d to theſe, ſhall to a Volume ſwell ; 
But you are tir'd and ſo am I-«---- | 


Farewel. 


(28) : 
The Imperfect Enjoyment. 


| = ſhe lay, claſpt in my longing Arms, 

I fll'd with Love,and ſhe all over Charms, 

Both equally inſpir'd, with eager fire, 

Melting through kindneſs, flaming in deſire ; 

With Arms, Legs, Lips, clofe clinging to embrace, 

$he clips me to her Breaft, and ſucks me to her 
Face. 

The nimble Tongne(Love's lefſer Lightning) plaid 

Within my 2Loxth, and to my thoughts convey'd. 

£wift Orders, that I ſhou'd prepare to throw, 

The All-diflolving 1Thanderbotr below. 

My flatt'ring Soa!, fprung with the pointed Kifs, 

Hangs hov'ring oTe her balmy Limbs of bliſs. 

Bnt whilſt her buſic hand wou'd guide that part, 

Which ſhou'd convey my Soxl up to her Hear. 

- # liquid Raptures I diſſolve all ore, 

Meling in Love, ſuch joys ner felt before. 

A touch from any part of her had don't, 

Jer Hand, her Foor, her very looks had charms 
upon t. | 

<miling, ſhe Chids in a kind murm'ring Noiſe, 

And ſighs to feel the to too haſty joys; | 

When with a Thouſand Kiſſes, wand'ring or'e 

My panting Breaſt, and is there then no more ?. 

She cries. All this to Love, and Raprures due, 

Muſt 'we not pay a debt to pleaſure too? . _ 

Bat I the moſt forlorne, loſt Man alive, 8 


Fothew my wilht Obedience vainly ſtrive, 
I figh alas ! and Kifs, but cannotdrive. 


Eager 


C5 


' Than Fireto Aſhes, cou'd paſt Flames reſtore. 


. Stifly reſolv'd, twou'd careleſly invade, : , 


(39 
Eager deſires, confound my firſt intent, - | 


Succeeding ſhame, does more ſycceſs prevent, 
And Rage, at laſt, confirms me impotent. 

Ev'n her fair Hand, which might bid heat return 
To frozen Age, and make cold HZermits burn, - 
Apply'd to my dead Cinder, warms no more, 


Trembling, confus'd, deſpairing, limber, dry, 
A wiſhing, weak, unmoving lumpl ly, 

This Dart of Love,whoſe piercing point oft try'd 
With Virgin Blood, a hundred Maids has dy'd. 
VVhich Nature ſtill direted with ſuch Art, 
That it through ev'ry Port, reacht ey'ry Heart. 


VVhere it eſlay'd, -nor ought its fury ſtaid, _ 
VVhere e're it pierc'd, entrance-it found or 

"> mage. | 
Now languid lies, in this unhappy hour, E 
Shrunk up, and Sapleſs, like a wither'd Flow'r. 
Thou treacherous, baſe, deſferter of my flamz, | 
Falfe to my paſſion, fatal to my Fame ; Ken. PO. 
By what miſtaken Magick doſt thou prove, 
So true toJewdneſs, ſo untrue to Love:? 
VVhat Oyſter, Cinder, Beggar, common VYhore, 
Lidft thou ere-fail in all thy Life before ? 
VVhen Vice, Diſeaſe and Scangal lead the way, 
VVith what officious haſt didſt thou whey ? 
Like aRude-roaring H«ttor, in the Streets, 
Thar'Scutfes, Coffs, and Ruffles all he meets ; 
But if his King or Country, claim his Aid, 2.44 
TheRaſcal Villain, ſhrinks and hides his Head: > '% 
Ev'nſo thy Brutal Valor is di{plaid, $ 


Breaks ' 


30 | _ 


But if great Love, the onſet does command, 

Baſe recreant, to thy Prince, thou darſt not ſtand. 
VYorlſt part of me, and henceforth hated moſt, 
Fhrough all the Town,the common rubbing Poſt; 
On whom each wretch, relieves her luſtful want, 


May'ſt thou to rav'nous Shankers be a Prey, 
_ Or inconſqming VVeepings walt away. 
May Stranguries, and Stone, thy Dayes attend. 
May'{t thou not Piſs, whodidſt ſo much offend, 
|” VVhen all my joyes, did on falſe thee depend. 
I - And may ten thouſand abler Men 2gree, 
.... To do the wrong d Corjiona right for thee. 
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.  O! nunquam pro me ſaits indignate Cupido. 


part, _ 
Thou idle V Vanderer, about any Heart. 
VVhy thy old faithful Solajer, wilt thou ſee, 
-'Opprelt in thy own Tents ? they murder me. 
Thy Flames Conſume, thy Arrows Plerce thy 
Friends, | | 3 
'Rather on Foes, purſue more Noble ends. 
F chiles Spear, would gen'roully beſtow, 
F * ACure, as certain, as it gave the blow. 


W. - ()* Love! how cold, and flow to-take my 


\* Breaks ev'ry Stews, does each ſmall Crack invade, / 


AS Hogs, on Goats, do rub themſelves and grunt, 


Hunters, 1 


as 


F (31) | 
"A who follow flying Game, giveo're; »- _ 
When the Prey's caught,hope ſtill leads on before. 
_ We thy own Slaves feel thy 7” yrannick blows, 
Whilſt thy tame Hands unmov'd againlt thy Foes, 
On 2fez difarm'd, how can you gallant prove, 
And I was long ago diſarm'd by Love. 
Millions of dull Aer, live, and ſcornful Maids, 
Wee'll own Love valiant, when he theſe invades. 
Rome from each Corner of the wide World, fnatch'd 
A Lawrel, or't had been to this day thatch' d. 
But the old Soldier, has his reſting place, | 
And the good batter'd Horſe, is turn'd to Gas 
The harraſt Whore, who liv'd a wretch to pleaſe, 
Has leave to be a Bawd, and take. her caſe. 
- For me then, who have freely ſpent my a G- = 


(Love) in thy Service, and ſo boldly ſtood 
In Celia's Trenches ; wer t not wiſely done , 
Een to retire, and live at peace at home ? 
No---might I gain an Empire, to diſclaim, 
My glorious 7c, to my endleſs flame : 
Soveraignity, with ſcorn, I wou'd forſwear, 
Such ſweet, dear; tempting Creatures Women are. 
When er'e thoſe Flames grow faint, quickly find, 
A fierce black Storm, pour down upon my Mind. 
Head-long,:tmhurl'd, like Horfe-men,who-in vain, 
Their (futy' fvatning) Courſers, wou'd reſtrain, 
As Ships, juſt Theme Harbour they attain. 
Are.ſnatcht by-fi bdden Blaſts, to Sexagan : 
So Loves fantaſtick ſtorms, reduce'ny Heart, 
Half-reſcu'd, and the Gol reſames his Dart. * 
| Strike here; this undefended Roſom wound; _ 
And for ſo brave a Conquelt be” renown S 
Shafis 


(32) 

Shafts fly ſo faft to me from ev'ry part, 

You't ſcarce diſcern your Quiver from my Heart. 

WhatWretch can bear a live-long nights dull reſt, 

Or think himſelf in lazy ſlumbers bleſt ? | 

Fool--- is not fleep the Image of pale Death ? 

There's time for reſt, when fate has ftopt your 

| breath. OES22 

Me, may my ſoft deluding dear deceive, 

Fm happy in my hopes, whilſt I believe. 

Now ler her flatter, then as fondly chide. 

Often may I enjoy, 'of't be den yd. 

With doubtful ſteps, the God of War does : move 

' By thy example, in Ambiguous Love. 

Blown to and fro like Down from thy own Wing? 

Who knows, when joy,or anguiſh,thou wilt bring ? 

Yet at thy Mothers, and thy Slaves requeſt, 

Filtan Eternal Empire in my Breaſt ; | 

And let th' inconſtant charming Sex, 

Whoſe willful ſcorn, does Lovers vex ; . 3 
| 


Submit their Hearts before thy Throne, 
The Vaſlal Wcrld, is then thy own. 


þ 

— - \ 

We . | F 

The Main'd Debauchee. 

S ſome brave Adwiral, in former War, : 
Depriv'd of force, but preſt with courage þ 

ma; * ; 

Two Rivyal-Fleets,- appearing from a far, I 


Crawles to the top of an adjacent Hill, 


From 


| 
| 


, 
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From whence (with thoughts full of concern) he 
”. views 

The wiſe, and-daring Condu® of the fight, 

And each bold ACtion, to his mind renews, 

His preſent glory, and his paſt delight. 


From his flerce Eyes, flaſhes of rage he throws, 

'As from black Clouds, when Lightnings breaks 
away, 

Tranſported, thinks himſelf amidſt his F oes, 


' And abſent, yet enjoys the bloody day. 


So when my days of impotence approach, 
End I'm by Pox, and Wines unlucky — 
Drov*n from the pleaſing Bows of debauch, - 
On the dull Shore of lazy temperance. 


My pains at laſt ſome reſpite ſhall afford, 


Whilſt I behold the Battails you maintain, 


When Fleers of Glaſſes, Sail about the Bokrd; 


. From whoſe Broad-lides Voll:yes of Wit ſhall rain. 


Nor ſhall the ſight of Honourable Scars, 


* Which my too forward Valour did procare. 


Frighten new liſted Souliers from the Wars, - 
Paſt joys have more than paid what I endure. 


Shoud hopeful Youths (worth being drunk ' prove | 
«NICE, | 

And from their fair Inviters meanly ſhrink, 
Twou'd pleaſe the Ghoſt, of my departed Vice, 
If at my Counce}, they repent and drink, 


= 


. > > OM: 
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Or ſhond ſome cold complexionfd Sot forbid, 
With his dull Morals, our Nights brisk Alarmes, 


-. Ill fire his blood by telling what I did, 


When I was ſtrong, andable to bear Armes. 


Ill tell of Whores Attacuqfd their Lords at home, 
Bawds. Quarters beaten up, and Fortreſs won, - 
Windows demoliſht, Watches overcome, 

And handſome ills, by my contrivance done. 


Nor ſhall oar Love-fits Clorzs be forgot, 
When each the well-look'd Link-boy , ſtrove 
>. a__— ' 
And the beſt Kiſs, was the deciding Lot, 
Whether-the Boy us*d you, or I the Boy. 


F' With Tales like theſe, I will ſach heat inſpire, 
© As to the important miſchief ſhall-incline. 


- I'll make them long ſome Antient Church to fire, 


|. And fear no lewdneſs there call'd to by Wine. 


| Thus Brave-like, 111 fawcily impoſe 
- And ſafe from danger Valiently adviſe, 
[+ Shelter©d in impotence, urge you to blows, 
| * And being good for nothing elſe, be wiſe. 


C 
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".. And puzlingO- ----, labours at, in vain. 


| (35 ) 
An Atluſion to Horace. 


y_ --M both Satyr of the 1ſt Book. 


Nempe incompoſito dixi pede , &C. 


a Sir, "tis granted, I ſaid D---Rhimes, 
Were ſtoln,unequal,nay dull many times: 


What fooliſh Patron, is there found of ' 
his, | 
So blindly partial, to deny me this? 
But that his Plays, embroider*d up and down, 
With Wir andLearning juſtly pleas*d theT'own 
In the ſame Paper, I as freely own. 
Yet having thisallow4d, the heavy Maſs, : 
That Stuffs up his looſe Volumns, muſt not paſs: * 
For by that Rule, I might aſwel admit,” 
CG, tedious Senſe, for Poetry and Wit: - 
'Tis therefore not enough, when your falſe ſenſe, - | 
Hits the falſe Judgment of an Audience : : 
Of clapping Fools, afſtembled a vaſt crowd, 
Till = 94.12 Play-houſe, crack with the dull 
oa | 
Though ev*n that Talent merits in ſome ſort, 
That can divert the City and the Court. 
Which blundring S----, never cond Alain, G7 


4 b. 


But within due proportions circumſcribe 
What efre you write, that with a flowing Tide, 
G2 2.5 The- 


». 
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$ The Style may riſe; yet in its riſe forbear, 
'Withk nfeleſs words, t* oppreſs the weary*d Ear. 
Here be your Language lotty, there more light, 
Your Rethorick with your Poetry unite : 

For Elegance fake, ſometimes allay the farce 

Of E pithers, *will ſoften the diſcourſe ; 

A jeaft it ſcorn points out, and hits the thing 
More home, than the 4oroſeft Satyrs ſting. 
Shale-fpear ard Johnſon did herein excell, 

And might in this be imitated well ; * 

Whom refin*d E----, coppy*s not At all, 

But is himſelf, a ſheer Origin al, 

Nor that ſlow Drudge,in wich ping 


; | Hs vio C---- imitates with pains, 
Ard rides a jaded Huſe,whipt with looſe Rains 
When Z--, makes temp*rate Scipio, fret and rave, 
Ard Hannibal, a whining Amorous Slave, 

- Haugh, and wilh the hot-brain'd Fuſtian. Fool, 
tn B-.— hands, to be well lalhr at School. 

Of all our Modern Wits none-feems to me, 
Once-to have toucht upon true Comedy, : 
Put haſty S------, and tlow Wicherley. 
$-------23 uhfin{h* s works do yet impart, 
Great.proofs ot force of Nature, none of Art; 

VW ith juſt bold ſtrokes he daſhes here and there, 
Shewing great Maſtery with little Care ; 

And ſcorns to varnith his good touches ofre, 

To make the Fools and Women praiſe” em more. 
But Wicherley, earns hard what ere he gains, 

Fe wants no judgment, . nor he ſpares no pains z 

. He frequently cxcells, and at the leaſt, 
Makes fewer faults than any of the beſt. 


Woal- 
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"Walkr, by Nature, for the Bays defign*d, 
With force and Fire, and fancy anconin', 

In Panegyricks does exceli Mankind. 

He beſt can turn, enforce and ſoften things, 

' To praiſe great Conquerors, or to flatter Kings. 
For pointed Satyrs | wou'd Z-------- chooſe, 

The beſt good Man, with the worſt natnr*d Maſe. 

For Songs and Verſes, mannerly, oblcene, > . 

That can ſtir Nature up b; ſpring unſeen, = 

- And without forcing bluſhes pleaſe the-Qneen. 
S----, has that prevailing, gentle Art,” 

That can with areſiſtleſs, Charm imparr, 

_ Thelooſeſt wiſhes to the chaſteit Hearr. 

Raiſe ſuch a conflict, kindle ſuch a Fire 

Betwixt declining Vertue and Delire ; 

Till the poor. vanquilh*t Maid diſſolves away, 

In Dreams all Night, in Sighs and Tears all day. 

\ - D-----, in vain try this nice way. of wit, 

For he to be a tearing Blade thought fir, 

Togive the Ladies a dry Bawdy bub, 

And thus he got the name of Poet $qzav. 

But to be juſt, *twill to his praiſe be found, 

His Excellencies more than faults abound, 

Nor dare from his ſacred Temples tear, ' 

That Lawrel which he beſt deſerves to wear, 
But does not D--<-, find ev'n Fehr/ſon dall ? 
Fletcher and Beaumont, uncorreCt and full, - 
Of lewd Lines-2s he calls fem ? Shake-ſpears ſtile 
Stiff and affefted ; to his own the while, 
Allowing all the juſtneſs, that his Pride. 
So arrogantly had to theſe deny*d ?'_ -* 
And may not I, have leave imparttally; 

» C 3 . 


7 . 


TS £ n 


SE 2 FG» 
W To ſearch, and cenſure D----- Works, and try, 
| If thoſe groſs faults his choice Pen does commir, 
tf! Proceed from want of Judgment or of Wit ? 
| . Or if his lumpiſh fancy does refuſe 
| Spirit and Grace to his looſe ſlattern Muſe ? 
Five hundred Verſes eviry Morning writ, 
i Proves you no more a Poet than a Wit: 
I! Such ſcribling Authors have been ſeen before ” 
Muſt apha, the Engliſh Princeſs, forty more, © 
Were things perhaps compos*d in half an hour, 9- 
To write what may ſecurely ſtand the Teſt, 
__ Ofhheing well read over thrice at leaſt ; 
Compare each Phraſe, examineev*ry Line, 
Weigh eviry Word, and ev*ry thought refine ; 
Scorn all applauſe the vile. Rout can beſtow, 


I And be content to pleaſe thoſe few who.know. 


Canſt thou be ſuch a vain miſtaken thing, | 
 . Towiſh thy Works might make a Play-houſe ring. 
VVith the unthinking Laughter, and poor praiſe 

Of Fops and Ladies Fattious for thy Plays ; 

Then ſend a cunning Friend to learn thy doom, 

From the ſhrewd Judges of the drawing Room. 

I've no Ambition on that idle ſcore, - 

But fay with Betty J----- heretofore, | c 

| When a great Woman call'd her Bawdy Whore; 

[. Tpleaſe one Man of VVit, am proud onft too, 

| Let all the Coxcombs daace.to Bed to-you. 

-. Shou I he troubled-when thePur-blindKnight, 
Who ſquints more in;hisJudgment than bis hah, 

| Picks filly faults, and ceyſures what I write? - 

| Or when the poor-fed Poets of the Town - _.. 

For Scraps and Coach-room cry my Verſes down ? 


(39) 
I loath the Rabble, *tis enough for me, 

' If $,---oaS,moncaSn noon, 

Goecibsi Byodnins Bene Bonny 

And ſome few more, whom I omit to name, 
Approve my ſenſe, I count their cours Fame. 


| In defence of Satyr. 


They took ſo bold a freedom with the - 
Add: 
That there was ſcarce a Knaye, or Fool in Town, 
Of any note, but, had his.Pifture ſhown ; | 
And(without doubt )though ſome it may offend, 5 


\ \ 7 HenShakeſ.Fobnſ.Flercher,rul'd the Stage, 


Nothing helps more than Satyr, to amend 

[11 Manners, or is trulier Vertues Eriend. 

Princes, may Laws ordain, Prieſts gravely Preach, 

But Poets, moſt ſucceſsfully will teach. 

For as a Paſling Bell, frights from his Meat; 

The greedy Sick Man : that roo much wou*'d Eat: n 

So when a Yice, rediculous is made, 

Our Neighbours ſhame, keeps us from growing 
bad. 

But wholeſome remedies, few Palates pleaſe, 

Men rather love, what flatters their Diſeaſc ; 

Pimps, Paraſites, Buffoons, and all the Crew, 

That under Friendſhips name, weak Men undoe ; 

Find their falſe Service, kindlier underſtood, 

_ Than ſuch as tell bold Truths to do us g00d. | 

CG. 4 Look 
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{| Look where you will,” and you ſhall hardly find, 
A Man, without ſome ſickneſs of the mind. 
{ Invain we wiſe wou'd ſeem, while evfry Luſt, 
| Whisks us about, . as Whirlwinds do the Dull. 
' _ - Herefor ſome needleſs Gain,a Wretch is hurl*d 
From Pole, to Pole, and Slav©d about the VVorld ; 
VVhile the reward of all his Pains and-Care, 
Ends in that deſpicable thing, his'Heir. 
There a vain Fop, Mortgages alt his Land, 
To bay that gawdy Playthinga Command, 
- To ride a Cock-Horſe, wear a Scarfe at*s Arſe, 
And play. the Pudding, in a May-day-farce. 
Here bne whomFortune to be aFool, thought fit, 
In ſpight of it's. decree will be a V Vir. 
But wanting ſtrength,tuphold his 1] made choice, 
Set up his Lewdneſs, Rlaſphemy, and Noiſe, 
There at his 4s. Feet a Lover lyes, 
And for a Tawdry Painted Baby dyes., 
Falls on his Knees, adores, and is afraid 
. Of the vain Idol, he himſelf has made. 
Theſe. and 'a thouſand Fools unmention*d here, 
Hate Poets all, becauſe they Poets fear ; | 
Take heed ( they cry) yonder Mad Dog will bite, 
He cares not whom he falls ON in his fit; | 
Come but in's way, and ſtrait a new Lampoone 
. Shallſpread your mangled Fame about the Town, 
But, why am I this Bug-bear to ye all ? 
My Pen. is dipt in no ſuch bitter Gall. 
. Hethat canrail at one he calls his Friend, 
Or hear him abſent wrong*d, and not defend ; 
V Vho for the ſake of fome ill natur*d Jeaſt, 
Tells what he ſhoufd conceal, invents the reſt £ 


\ C(4r) 
To fatal Mid-night quarrels, can betray, 
His brave Companion, and then run away ; 
Leaving him to be murder*d inthe ſtreet, 
Then put it off, with ſome Bufqone concelt 3 
\ This, this is he, you ſhonfd beware of all, 
{| Yethima pleaſant witty Man, you call 
'To whet your dull Debauches up and Cown, | 
You ſeek him as top F:dler of the Town. F 
But if I laugh when the Play Coxcombs ſhow, 
To ſee that Booby Sor dance Provo, 
' Or chattfring Porzs, from the Side Box grin, 
Trick like a Ladys HMonl key new made clean. 
| To me the name of Railer ſtrait you glve, 
- | Call me a Man that knows not how to live. 
3 But V Venches to their Keepers true ſhall turn; 
StaleMaids long li igh red,proffer*d Husbands ſcorn, 
Great Hero*s flatt ry, . and Clinches hate, L 
And long in Office dye without Eſtate. 
" Without a Fee, great Councel cauſes plead, 
The Countrey Knav*ry want the Citys Pride. 
. Fre that black Malice in my Rhymes you find, | 
| That wrongs a worthy Man, br hurts a Friend. 
| But then perhaps yow'l fay, why do you write ? 
: What you think harmleſs Mirth, the, World TROny | 
SP1ght. 
| Why ſhow'd your Fingers itch to have a laſh 
At Simms the Buffoon, or Cully Baſh ? 
What istto you, if A------- fine Whore, , . 
Sups with ſome Fop,” whilſt he?s ſhut ont of Door ? 
Conſider pray, that dang”rous weapon Wir, 
Frightens a Million, when a few you hit. 


Whip 


i 
1! 
it 


{3 
[ 


$ 


| 
} 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
i; 


A 


8 
' 


{ - 
{ 


| (42) y- 

Whip but a Curr, as you ride through the Town, 

And ſtrait his fellow Currs the Quarrel own, 

Each Knave or Fool, that's conſcious of a Crime, 

Tho he {capes now, looks for*t another time. 
Sir, I confeſs all you have ſaid is true, 


- But who has not ſome Folly to purſue ? 


_ . Miloturg'd Q«;xer, .fancy'd Battails Fights, 

+ When the fifth Bottle, had encreas'd the Lights, 
War-like Dirt Pyes, our Heroe Pats forms, 
Which deſp'rate Beſs without Armour ſtorms. 

Carnsr, the kind Husband, ere was born, 
Still Courts the Spark, that does his Browggdorn: 
Invites him home to Dine, and fills his Veins, 
With the hot Blood, which his dear Doxy drains, 

Gra----thinks himſelf a; Beau-Garcou 

GoEgles hisEyes, writes Letters up. and down ;C 

And with his ſawch Love,plagues allthe Town: 

- While pleagd to have his'Vanity thus fed, | 
He's caught with G----, that old Hag abed. 
But ſhoy*d I all the crying Follies tell, | 
Fhat rouſe the ſleeping Say--- from his Cel. 

. I to thy Reader, ſhou?d as tedious prove, 

As that old Spark, Alb---- making love : - 


| Or florid Ro/----, when with ſome ſmooth ftam, 


He gravely on the publick, tries to ſham. 
Hold then my Muſe, *tis time to make an end, 

Leaſt taxing others, thou thy ſelf offend. 

The World'sa Wood,in which all looſe their way, 

Though by a difPrent Path, each goes aſtray. * 


On 
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, | | 

On the ſuppos'd Author of a late Poem in 
=: defence of Satyr. 


E O rack and torture thy unmeaning Brain, > - 
In Satyrs praiſe to a low antun'd ſtrain, c 
In thee was moſt impertinent and vain. -.it 
When in thy Perſon we more clearly ſee, 
That Satyr's of Divine Authority, © 
For God made one on Man when he made thee. 
To ſhew there were ſome Men, as there are Apes. 
Fram*d for meer ſport, who differ but in ſhapes : 
In thee are all theſe contradiftions joyn'd, 
| - Fhat make an Af prodigious and refin*d. 
A lamp deform'd and ſhapeleſs wert thou born. 
Begot in Loves deſpit and Natores ſcorn ; 
And art grown up the moſt nngraceful Wight, > 
Harſh to the Ear, . and hidequs to the ſight, & 
Yet Love's thy bus*neſs, Beauty thy delight. 
#. Curſe on that filly hour that firſt inſpird, 
Thy madneſs, to pretend to be admir ; 
To paint thy grizly Face, to dance, to dreſs, 
- And all thoſe Awkward Follies that expreſs, C 
Thy loathſome Love, and filthy daintinels. 
Who needs will be a Ugly Beau-Garcor, 
Spit at, and ſhun'd by evfry Girl in Town ; 
, Where dreadfullyLovesScare-crow,thou artplacid 
To fright theterider Flock that long toitaſte:' 
. VVhile evry coming Maid, when you appear, 
Starts wa for ſhame, \and Krait turns chaſte for 
car. | 


For 
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For none fo poor, or Profſtitute have prov*d, 

' VYhere you made love, t*endure to be beloy*d. 
'Twere labour loſt, or elſe ] wou'#d adviſe. 

But thy half Wit willnefre let thee be wiſe. | 

Half-witty, and half-mad, and ſcarce half-brave, 

Half-honeſt (which is very "much a Knave.) 

' Made ypofall theſe halfs, thou can*ſt not pals, 
For any _—_ intirely but an 4/s. 


Thg Anſz Per. 


In as bad Terms, as the VVorld ſpeaks of 


Rui on Poor feeble Scribler, ſpeak of me, - 


thee. 
Sit {ſwelling in thy Hole, like a vext Toad, 
And full of Pox, and Malice, ſpit abroad. 
. Fhon canfſt hurt no Mans Fame with thy ill word, 
Thy Pen, is full as harmleſs as thy Sword. 


Upun his keying his Miftriſs. 


Is not that I'm weary grown, 

Of being yours, andyours alone, 
But with what Face can I incline, 
Todamn you to be only mine ? - 


You whom ſome kinder Pow*r did fathion, - 
; ve By 
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By merit and by inclination, 
The joy at leaſt of one whole Nation. 


| Let meaner Spirits of your Sex 
With humbler aims their thoughts perplex, 
© 4 Andboaſt, if by their Arts they can 
Contrive to make one happy Man - ® 
Whilſt mov*©d by an impartial ſenſe, 
Favours like Nature you diſpence, 
With Univertfal influence, 


See the Kind Sced-receiving Earth, 
Toev*ry. Grain affords a Birth ; 

On her no Show*rs unwelcome fall, 
Her willing Womb retains fem all, 
And ſhall my Celia be confin*d.? 

No live up to thy mighty Mind, 
And be the Miſtrifs of Mankind. 


of 
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Upon his drinking a Bowl. 


FI 7 am contrive me ſuch a Cup, 
| As Neſtor us'd of old ; 
Shew all thy sk1ill to trimit up, 
Damask it round with Gold. 


Make it ſo large, that fill'd with Sack, 
Upto the ſwelling brim ; 
Vaſt Toaſts on the delicious Lake, 
Like Ships at Sea may ſivim. - RI 
ES Engrave 
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Engrave not Battle on his Cheek, 
With War Pve nought to do; 
Pm none of thoſe that took aſtrich, 
Nor Yarmouth Leager knew. - 


Let it no nine of Planets tell, 

" Fixt. Stars oF Conſtellations ; 
For I am no SIr Syarophell, 

Nor none of his Relations. - 


But carve thereon a ſpreadiff9, Vine, . . 


Then add two lovely Boys ; P 
Their Limbs in Amorous folds intwine, 
The Type of future joys. \ 


Cnpid and Bacchus my Saints are, 
May Drink and Love ſtill reign, 

With Wine I waſh away my cares, 
And then to Love again. 


| SonT. | 
AF Cloris full of harmleſs thoughts, 
Beneath a Willow lay ; 
Kind Love a youthful Shepherd brought, 
_- To paſs thetimeaway. 


She bluſht to be encounter®*d ſo, 
And chid the Amorous Swain ;' 
But as ſhe ſtrove to riſe and go, 
He pulPd her down again. 
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A ſudden Paſſion ſeiz%d her Heart, 
In ſpight of her diſdain ; - 

She found a Pulſe inevPry part, 
And Love in ev*ry Vein. 


. Ah you (faid ſhe) what Charmes are theſe, : ' 
That conquer and ſurpritle ; 
Ah let me---for unleſs you pleaſe, | 
I baye no Pow?r to riſe. *3 


She fainting ſpoke, and trembling lay, 
| For fear he ſhowd comply ; 
Her lovely Eyes, her Heart betray, 
And gives her Tongue the lye. 


Thus ſhe, whom Princes had deny'd, - "0 
With all theis Pomp and Train 
Was in the lucky Minate try?d, 
And yielded to the Swaip. 


SONg. 


Riſe ateleven, I Dine about two, < -- 
I get drunk before ſeven, and the next thing F | 


do - | 

I ſend for my Whore, when for fear of a Clap, 

$ 1 dally about her, and ſpew in her Lap: - vi 

| There we quarrel, and ſcold rill I fallaſkep, "oo 
Pun Eg When 
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'When the file growing bold, to my Pocket Joon 


creep ; p 
Then ſlyly the leaves me, and to revenge thy af- 
front, 


| Atonce both my Laſs, and my Money 1 want 


If by chance then I'wake, hot-headed, and drunk 
What a coy1 do I make for the loſs of m y Punk ? 


1 ſtorm, and 1 roar, and I fall ina rage, 


And miſſing my Laſs, L fall on my Page : 
Then crop-lfick, all Morning I rail at my Men, 
And in Bed I ye Yawning till eleven again, 


—  — : ”- 


*; Song. 


| -T- Orca Wann! yoare an Afr, 


Tis a moſt in{ipid Paſſion 


” To chooſe out for your happineſs ! 


The idleſt part of the Creation. 


Let the Porter, and the Groom, 


Things defign'd for dirty Slaves, 


Drucge 1 in fair Awrcl;as Womb, 
To get ſupplies for Age and Graves. 
# : 


\ Faxewel Woman, I intend, 
_ Henceforth ev*ry Night to fir, 


With my lewd well natur'd Friend, 


|!” Drinking to engender Wit. 


* +. "*  Fhen 
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Then give me Health, Wealth, Mirth and Wine, | 


And if bulie Love intrenches, 
There's a ſweet ſoft Love of mine, 
Does the trick worth forty Wenches. 


Song to Cloris, 


Ar Clorw in a Pig-Stye, lay, 

Her tender Herd lay by her, | 
She ſlept in murm'ring gruntlings, they 
Complaining of the ſcorching Day, 

Her ſlumbers thus inſpire. 


She dreamt, while ſhe with careful pains, 
Her ſnow Arms employ'd, oY 

In Ivery Pails, to fill out Grains, 

One of her Love convicted Swaynes, 
Thus haſtigg to her cry'd. 


Fly Nymph ! O fly ! e're'ris too late, 
A dear lov'd life to ſave, 

Reſcue your Boſom Pig, from Fate, 

Who now expires, hung in the Gate, 
[That leads ta youder Cave. 


My felf had try'd to ſet him free, 
Rather than brought the News, 

But I am fo abhorr'd by thee, | 

* That ev'n thy Darlings life from me, 

I know thou woud'ſt = fuſe. 
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Struck with the News, as quick ſhe flyes, 
As bluſhes to her Face ; 


| Not the bright Lightning from the Skies, 


Nor-Love, ſhot from her brighter Eyes, 
Move half ſo ſwift a pace. 


This Plot, it ſeems the luſttul, Slave, 


Had laid againſt her Honour, 
Which not one God, took care to ſave, 
For he purſues her to the Cave, 

And throws himſelf upon her. 


Now pierced isher Virgin Zone, 
She feels the Foe within it, 
She hears a broken Am'rous groan, 
The panting Lovers fainting moan, 
Juſt in the happy Minute. | 


Frighted ſhe wakes, and waking ſighs, ' 
Nature thus kindly eas'd, 

In dreams rais'd by her murnyYring P1gs, 

And her own Thumb between her Legs, 

She's innocently pleas'd. 


(51). 
Song. 


Ive me leave to rail at you, 

I ask nothing but my due ; 
To call you falſe, and then to ſay, 
You ſhall not keep my Heart a day. 
But alas ! againſt my will, , 
I muſt be your Captive Kill 
Ah ! be kinder then, for I 
Cannot change, and wou'd not dye. 


Kindneſs has reſiſtleſs charmes, _ 
All beſides, but weakly move, 
Fierceſt anger it diſammes, | 
And clips the Wings of flying love. 
Beauty does the Heart invade, 

* Kindneſs only can perſwade ; 

It guilds the Lovers ſervile Chain, 
And makes the Slave grow pleasd again. 


The Anſwer. 


NOtbing adds to your fond Fire, 
More than ſcorn, and cold diſdain, 
I to cheriſh your deliire, 

Kin dneſs us'd, but "twas im vain. 


D 2 


52). 
« You inſulted on your Slave, 
Humble love you ſoon refus'd, 
Hope not then a pow'r to have, 
When ingloriouſly you usd. 


Wl Think not Thirfss I will ere, 


By my love my Empire looſe ; 

You grow conſtant through deſpair, 
Love return'd, you-wou'd abuſe. 
Though you ſtill poſſeſs my Heart, 
Scorn and rigor I mnſt feign. - 


| Ah ! Forgive that only Art, 


Love has left, your love to gaia. 


You that cou'd my Heart ſubdue, 
To new Conquelts ne*re pfetend, 
Let your example make me true, 
And of a Conquer?d Foe, a Friend : 
Then if ere I show'd complain, 
Of your Empire, or my Chain, 

_ Summon all your pow'rful Charms, 
And fel] the Rebel in your Arms. 


(53) 
The Advice. 


Fo” now, brave Swaiz, why art thou thus caſt 

- down ? | 

Can Amarillas ſeorn, or Angry frown ? 

* The Gay, the Witty, and bold deſtroy, 

And cut his dayes off in Abortive joy ; 

Whilſt Sullen grief, ſits on his manly Brovw, 

And Brocds diſpaire, to which his Soul dares bow ; 

For ſhame rouſe up, conſider well the cauſe, 

The worthleſs Reaſon, prethee Srrephor Paule, 

And be adviz'd, conſider *tis a Woman, 

A thing ſo mean, fo {enfleſs, and fo common 3; 

That Nature bluſh*c when firſt ſhe made the Sex, 

As good for nothing but the World to vex : 

The peviſh offpring of our humours bad; 

Which gath"ring to'one place, that Creature made 

 Eafing us of an Excrementiſh Load, 

Which elſe wou'd have infefted all our blood ; 

And tainting, our free Souls have kept them back, . 

In Glorys ſearch, and-Fames immortal Track. 

Contider this, and all her Charms diſpize, 

Unmoy'd, repell the lightning of her Eyes: 

Smile when ſhe Frowns, Frown when the Smile*, 
and be | 

From her weak Chains, for cver after free. 


' 


Plain | 


IS / 
Plam Dealings Downfall. 


F Ong time plain dealing in the Hauty Town, 
Wandring about, though in thread-bare Gown, 
Atlaſt unanimouſly was cry*d down. 


When almoſt ſtarv?d, ſhe to the Countrey fled, 
In hopes, though meanly ſhe ſhow'd there be fed, 
And tumble Nightly on a Pea-{traw Bed. | 


But Knav*ry knowing her intent, took polt, 
And Rumour'®d her approach through every Coal, 
Vowing his Ruin that ſhou'd be her hoſt. 


Frighted at this, each Ruſtick, ſhut his door, 
Bid her be gone, and trouble him no more, 
{For he that entertain'd her muſt be poor. 


At this grief {eiz'd her, grief too great to tell, 
When weeping,ſighing,fainting, down ſhe fell, 
W -WhiPs Kavery Laughing, Rung her paſling Bell. 


S Ong. 


Filis, be gentler I adviſe, 
Make up for time miſpent, 
When Beanty on its Death-bed lyes 
*T is high time to repent. 


Such is the Malice of your Fate, 
. That makes you old ſo ſoon, 


Your 


Your pleaſure ever comes too late, 
How early &re begun. 


Think what a wretched thing is ſhe, 
Whoſe Stars contrive in ſpight, 

The Morning of her love ſhou'd be, 
Her faiding Beauties Night. 


Then if to make your ruin more, 
You peeviſhly be coy, 

Dye with the ſcandal of a Whore, 
And neyer know the joy. 


(r—_ Ups = 


_ 


VV cruel pains Corinna takes, 

To force that harmleſs frown, 

When not a Charm her Face forſakes ; - 
Love cannot looſe his own. 


So ſweet a Face, ſo ſoft a Heart, - 
Such Eyes, ſo very kind, 
Betray alas ! the filly Art, 
Virtue had1ll deſign'd. 


Poor feeble Tyrant, who in vain, 
Wou'd proudly take upon her, 

Againſt kind Nature, to maintain, 
Aﬀfeted Rules of Honaur. 
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The ſcorn ſhe bears, ſo helpleſs proves 
When I plead paſſion to her, 

T hat much ſhe fears, but more ſhe loyes, - 
Her /aſſal ſhouw'd undo her. 


CO ——— 


Womans Honor. 


Wa bad me hope, and I obeyd 
Phils continued ſtHI unkind, 
'Then you may ©ne deſpair he ſaid, 

In vain I ftrive to change her Mind. 


Honour”s got in, and keeps her Heart ; 
Durſt he but venture once abroad, 

In my own right, I'd take your part, _ 
And ſhew my ſelf the mightier God. 


This hufting Honour domineers, 

In Breaſt alone, where he has place ; 
But if true ger”rous Love appears, 
The Hector dares not ſhow his Face. 


Let me.ſtill Languiſh and complain, 

Be moſt unhumanely deny*d, 

[ have ſome pleaſure in. my pain, 

She can have none with all her Pride. 


q I fall a Sacrifice to Love, 
| She lives a Wretch for Honours ſake, | 


Whoſe 


py dike: ._- a 
Whoſe Tyrant does moſt cruel prove, 
'The difference is not hard to make. 


Conſider real Honour then, | 
Yoeu'l find hers cannot be' the ſame, 
"Tis Noble confidence in Men, 

In Women, mean miſtruſtful ſhame. 


Song. 


O this moment a Rebel I throw down my 
Ar ms, 
Great Love, at firſt ſight of Ol;-da bright 
Charmes, 
Made proud, and ſecure, by ſuch forces as theſe, 
You may now play the Tyrant, as ſoon as you 
- * pleats | | 


When Innocence Beauty and Wit do conſpire, 
To betray, afid engage, and inflame my delire. 
Why fhow'd I decline, what Þ cannot avoid ; _. 
And let pleating hope, by baſe fear be deſtroy'd: . 


- Her innocence cannot contrive to undo me, 
Her Beauty's inclind, or why ſhou'd it perſue me ? 
And Wit has to pleafure been ever a Friend, 
Then what _ for deſpair;fince delight 1s Loves ' 
| end. — 


There 


058) 


There can be no danger in ſweetneſs and youth, 

Where Love is ſecar'd by good nature and truth. 
On her Beanty P11 gaze,and of pleaſure complain, 
While ev*ry kind look adds a Link to my Chain. 


*Tis more to maintain, then it was to ſurprize, 
But her Wit leads in triumph the Slave of her eyes, 
I behold with the loſs of my freedom before, 
Burt hearing, for ever muſt ſerve and adore. 


Too bright is my Goddeſs, her Temple to weak, 

Retire Divine Image, I feel my Heart break, 

Help Love !. I diflolve in a Rapture of Charms, 

At the thought of thoſe joys, I Showd meet in her 
Armes. . 


Song. 


H%* happy Cloris (were they free) 
Might our enzoyments prove ? 
But you with former Jealouſie, 

Are ſtill tormenting Love. 


Let ns (fince Wit inſtruCfts us how) 
Raiſe Pleaſure to the top, 
If Rival Bottle, you'l allow, 
PU fuffer &;val Fop., | 


- '*../Lher's: ; 


- a 


(59) 


Ther*s not a brisk infipid Spark, 
That flutters in the-Town, 

But with your wanton Eyes you mark, 
The Coxcomb for your own. 


You never think it worth your care, 
How empty nor how dull, 

The Heads of your admirers arc, 
So that their Purſe be full. 


9 


All this you freely may confeſs, 
Yet well not diſagree ; 

r For did you love your pleaſure leſs, 

-- You were not fit for me. 


While I my paſſion to perſue, 
Am whole Nights taking in, 
The luſty Juice of Grapes, take you 
The luſty Juice of Men. 


Love and Life, a SONg. 


AL my paſt Life is mine no more, 
| The flying hours are gone ; 
Like tranſitory Dreams givyn ore, 
Whoſe Images are kept in ftore, 

By Memory alone. | 


£86) 


What ever 15 to come, 1s not, ' 
How can it then be mine ? JOS" p- 
The preſent Moment's all my Lotz _ 
And that as faſt as it is got, 
Phils is wholly thine. 


Then talk not of inconſtancy, 
Falſe Hearts and broken Yows, 
If I by Miracle can be, 
T his live-long Minute true to thee, 
?T was all that Heay*n allows. 


The Fall, a Song. 


Ory bleſt was the Created State, 
Of Man and Woman, e're they fell, 
Compar'd to our unhappy Fate ; 
We need not fear anofar Hell. 


Naked beneath cool Shades they lay, 
Enjoywent waited on deſire. 

Each Member did their wills obey, 
Nor cou'd a wih fer pleaſure higher. 


But we poor Slaves, to hope and fear, 
Are never of our joys ſecure. 
They leſſen ſtill as they draw near. 
- And none but dull delights endure. 


s 


y hen 


| 


Then Clorzs, while I duty pay, 
The Noble Tribute of my Heart. 
Be not you ſo ſevere to ſay, 
You love me for a frailer part. 


4 Songs 


V \ / Hile on thoſe lovely looks I gaze, 
To ſee a Wretch purſuing, 


In Raptures of a bleſt amaze. 
This pleaſing happy ruin. 
"Tis not for pitty that I more, 
His Fate is too aſpiring, 
. Whoſe Heart broke with a load of Love. 
Dyes wiſhing and admiring. 


| But if this Murder you'd forgo, 
Your Slave from Death removing. 
Let me your Art of Charming know, | 
Or learn you mine of Loving. | 
But whether Life or Death betide, Aj 
In Love'tis equal meaſure. 
The Vitor lives with empty pride, 
| The Vanquiſht dye with pleaſure. * 


- 
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; - Song. 


; : | : | 
R 92m, room, for a Blade of the Town, | 
4 That takes delight in. Roaring, 

| _ And dayly Rambles up and down, _ 

And at Night in the Street lyes ſnoering, 


That | 


(62) 
That for the Noble name of Sparh, 
Dares his Companions ral 
Commits a Murther in the rh rk, 
Then fneaks into an Alley\ 
Toevry Female that he meets, 

He ſwears he bares affeCtion, 
Defies all Laws, Arreſts, and Feats, 
|| By helpofa Protection. 

\ ag Then he intending further wrongs : 
F - - By ſomereſenting Cully, 

| - Is decently run through the Lungs, 
I And there's an end'of Bully. 


þ 


SONG. 


A Gainlt the Charms our Paſſions have, 
How weak all humane skill is ? 
Since they can make a Man a Slave, 
To iucha Wretch as Phils. 


Whom that I may deſcribe throughout, 
Aſſiſt me Loving Pow?rs, 

Pl write upon a double Clout, 
And dip my Pen in Show'rs. 


Hcrlook”s demurely impudent, 
Ungainly Beautiful, 

Her Modeſty 1s inſolent, 

Her Mir th is pert and dull. 


(63) 


A Proftitute to all the Town, 
And yet withno ManFriends, 

She rails and ſcolds when ſhe lyes down, 
And Curſes loud ſhe ſends. 


Bawdy in thoughts, preciſe in words, 
TInatur'd and a Whore, 

No part of her ought good affoards, 
She's all a Common-ſhore. 


Song. 


[ Cannot change as others do 

Though you unjuſtly ſcorn, 
Since that poor Swayn that ſighs for you 

For you alone was born. 

No Ph1lis, no, your Heert to move, 

A ſurer \ way Pll try, 
And torevenge my ſlighted Love, 

Wul ſtill Love on, will ſtill Love on and For 


When kilPd with grief Amyntas lyes, ' 
And you to mind ſhall call, | 
_ Theſighs that now unpitty”d rie, - 
The Tears that vainly fall ; 
That welcome hour that ends this ſmart, 
_ Will then begin your pain, 
For ſuch a faithful tender Heart, 
Ean neyer break, can neyer break in vain: 


(64) 


' The Mock S Ong. 


I! Wench as well as others ds, 
Pm young, not yet deform'd, 

My tender Heart, ſincere and true, 

Delſerves not to be ſcorr'd. 

Why Phils then, why will you Trade 
With forty Lovers more ? 

Can I (faid ſhe) with Nature ſtrive, 
Alas I am, alas Iam a: Whore. 


Were all my Body larded o're, 
With Darts of Love ſo thick, 
That you might find 1n ev ry Pore, 
A Dart of Love did ſtick. s 
Whilſt yet my Eyes alone were free, 
_ My Heart wou'd never doubt, 
In Anrrous Rage and Extafie, 
To wiſh thoſe Eyes, to wiſh thoſe Eyes put out. 


(655) 
- Aqtns Primus Scena Prima, 
Enter Taſander and Siveanthe, 


The Scene- 
A 


Bed-Chamber, 


Taf. Or Luſty Y:gor we kind Nature thank, 
F And yetadore thoſe that makes vigor 


” a—_ lank 5 | 
Unhappy Morals ! whoſe ſublimeſt joy, 
Preys ©n it felt, and does it ſelf deſtroy. 

Siv. Do not Woman, Natures beſt gift deſpiſe, 
For ſhe that takes you down, will make you.rilc ; 
Though you a while the Amorons Combat ſhun, 
And ſeem from Loves ſweetCombate cloy'd torun; 
Yet yow'l return more vig*rous, and more force; 
Than flaming Drunkard,when he?s dy*d in Tierce; 
You but retire as looſing Gameſters do, 

Till they have raigd a ſtock to play anew. 

To/. What pleaſure has a Gamelter, it he knows 
When ere he plays, that he muſt always looſe ? 

.S;v. What 1o you looſe, it *twere a pain to keeps 
We ſay not that our Nighcs are loit in ſleep 3 
What pleaſures we in thoſe ſoff Wars employ, 
We do not walt, but to the full enjoy. ſex Taſc 


Entes 


(66) 
Ezxter Celia. 


Cc. Madam,methinks thoſe fl:epy Eyes declare, 
Toolately you have eas'd a Lovers care ; 
' I fear you have with intereſt repaid, 
Thoſe eager joys, which you Embracing had. 
' $Siv.With force united, my ſoft Heart he ſty@m'd, 
Like Age he doted, but like Youth perform*d. 
She that alone her Lover can withſtand, 


Is more than Womangor he leſs than Man.LExeunt. 


Conſideratus, C onſiderandus 


Hat pleaſores can the gaudy World 
\ a afford? 
What true delights do's teeming Na- 


\ture hoard ? - (fare, 
In her great Store-hoyſe, where ſhe lays her trea- 
- Alas, *cis all the ſhaddow of a pleaſure 3 
No true Content in all her works are found, 
No ſolid Joys in all Earths ſpacious round : 
For Labouring Man, who toils himſelf 1n vain, 
Eagarly graſping, what creates his pain. 
How falſe and feeble, nay ſcarce worth a Name, 
Are Riches, Honour, Pow'r, and babling Fame. 
Yet *tis,for theſe Men wade through Seas of Blood, 
And hold in 4/chief, Storm to be WENIROs s : 
| Ic 


Becauſe our darling luſts it dareccontroule, 
... And bound the Roveings of the Madding Soul. 


- Striving to conquer baſe Ingratitude : 


(67) 
Which when obtain'd, breed but Stupendious Fear, 
Strife, Jelouſites, and ſleep diſturbing care; E- 
No beam of comfort, not a Ray of light (Night ; © 
Shines thence, to ouide us through Fates Gloomy © * 
Bur loſt in devious Darkneſs, there we ſtay, 
Bereft of Reaſon in an endleſs way ; 

Vertue's the Sellid good, if apy be ; 

*Tis.that Creates our true Felicitie ; 

Though we Deſpiſe, Contemn, and caſt it by, 
As worthleſs, or our fataPſt Enemy ; 


Therefore in Garments poor, it {till appears, 

And ſometimes (naked) it no Garment wears 

Shun'd by the Great, and worthleſs thought by 
moik, 

Urg?'d to be gone, or wiſt'd for ever loft ; c 

Yet is it loath to leave our wretched Coaſt. 

But in diſguiſe do's here and there intrude, 


And boldly ventures now and then to Shine, 

So to make known it is of Birth divine; + 

But Clouded off, it like the Lightning plays, 
Looſing as ſoon as ſeen, it's pointed Rays. (Wit, 
Which Scarceneſs makes thoſe that are weak in 
For Virtues ſelf, admire it's counterfeit : 

With which dam'd Hippocrites the World "os 
As we on 1zajans Glaſs, tor Gems intrude. 


(68) 
. The firſt Letter from B. to Mr. E. 


] JAcaming laſt Night on Mrs. Farley, 
My thing was up this Morning early ; 
And I was fain without my Gown, 

Torilſe rh cold to get him down. 

Hard ſhift alas, but yet aſure, 

Although it deno pleaſing cure. 

Of old the fair eAgyptian Slattern, 

For Luxury that had.no Pattern, 


. - Tofortifie her Roman Swinger, 


Inſtead of Nutmegs, Mace and Ginger, 

Did ſpice his Bow?ls (as Story tells) 

With Warts of Rocks, and Spawn of Shells, 
It had been happy for her Grace, 

Had I beeninthe Komans place. 

I who do {corn thatany Stone. 

Showd raiſe. my Tackle but my own. 

Fad laidher down onev*ry Couch, 

And ſpard?d her Pearland Diamond Brouch, 
Unril her Memplian Majeſty, 


Being happyly reclained by me, ' 


From all her wild expenlive ways, 
Had worn her Gems on Holy Days. 
But lince her Love has long been over, 
Let us what's in this age diſcover. 
I maſt intreat yeu by this Letter, 
To enquire for Maids, the more the better : 
Hunger makes any Man a Glutton, 
If Roberts, Thomas, Mrs: Dutton. 


(69) 
Or any other Dame of note, 
Inform of a freſh Petticoar. 
Enquire I pray with Friendly care, 
Where their reſpeCccive Lodgings are. 
Some do compare a Man t' a Barque, 
A pretty Metaphor, pray mark, 
And with a long and tedious ſtory, 
Will all the Tackling lay before ye. 
"The Sails are Hope, the Maſts deſire, ' 
Till they the gentleſt Reader tire. 
But howſo-ere they keep a pudder, 
I'm ſure the P----- is the Rudder. 
The pow 'rful Rudder, which of force, 
To Town mult ſhortly ſteer my Courſe ; 
And if you do not there provide 
A Port where I may fafely ride. | 
Landing in haſte in ſome foul Creek,” 
"Tis ten to onel ſpring a Leak. 

Next I muſt make it my requeſt, 
If you have any intereſt ; 
Cr can by any means diſcover, 
Some lamentable Rhyming Lover, 
Who ſhall in Numbers harſh and vile, - 
His Miſtriſs, Nymph, or Goddeſs ſtile. * 
Send all his Labours down to me, 
By the firſt opportunity. 

Or any Knights of your round Table 

To other Scriblers formidable. 
Guilty themſelves of the ſame Crime, 
Dreſs Nonſenſe up in ragged Rhyme, 
As once.a Week, they ſeldom fail, 
Inſpird with Love _ Grid-lron Ale, 
| 3- 


(70) 
Or any paultery Poetry, 

Tho from the place where Scholers be. 

Who when the K---and Q--- were there, 

Did both their Wit and Learning ſpare ; 

And have- (I hope) endeavour ſince, 

To make the World ſome-recompence. 

Such damn'd Fuſtian, when you meet, 

Be not to raſh or indiſcreet ; 

Tho they can find no juſt excuſes, 

To put em to their proper uſes , 

'T ho fatal Privy, or the Fire, 

Their Nobler Foe, at my defire. 

Reſtrain your nat'ral profuſeneſs, 

And ſpare 'em, though you have a looſeneſs. 


TITTY 


Mr. * © JOAN. Anſt wer. 


S crafty Harlors uſe to ſhrink, 


From Letchers, dos'd with ſleep and drink, 


When they.intend to make up Pack, 

By filching Sheets, or Shirt from Back, 
So were you pleas 'd to ſteal away 

From me, whilſt on your Bid I lay : 

But long you hadnot been departed, _ _ 
When pincht with cold from thence I ſtarted ; 
Where miſſing you, I ſtampt and ſtar'd, 
Like Bacon, when he wak'd and heard, 
his Brazen Headin vain had ſpoke, 

And ſaw it lye in pieces broke, 


Sighing, 


(71) 

Sighing, I to my Chamber make, 

And ev'ry Limb was ſtiff as ſtake. 

Unleſs poor Pego, which did feel. 

Likeſlimey skin of new {tript Ecle, 

Or Pudding, that miſchance had got ; - 

And loſt it ſelf half in the Pot. 

With care, 1 cheard the ſneaking wretch, 

That late had been in adeep Ditch : 

But neither Shirt, nor Water cou'd, 

Remove the ſtench of filthy Mud. 

The Queen of Love from Sea did ſpring, 

Whence the beſt Merkzns ſcent like Ling. 

But ſure this over jilting Jade, 

Was off ſome fonler Matter made ; 

Or elſe her Breath cou'd never ſtink, 

Like Pamp that's fonl; or naſty Sink. 
When this was done, to BedI went, 

Andthe whole Day, in ſleep I ſpent ; - 

But thenext Morning freſh and gay, 

_ As Citizen on Holy Day ; | 

I wander'd in the ſpacious Town, 

Amongſt the Dames of beſt renown ! 

To T----T a viſit made, 

T----! the Beauty of her Trade! 

The only Bawd that everT, 

For want of Doxie cou'd employ ? 

She made me Friends with Mrs. Cfey, 

Whom we indeed hadus'd too roughly ; 

For by a gentler way 1 found, 

She woud be kind under ten Pound, 

So relty Jades which ſcorn to ſtir, 

Though oft provok'd by Switch and Spur; 

| | E 4 
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By milder uſage may be got, 

To fall into their wonted Trot. 

© Bat what ſucceſs I further had, 

And what diſcov'ries good and bad, 

1 mage roving up and down, 

Pl] tzll you when you come to Town. 
Further, I have obey'd your motion, 

Though much provok'd by Pill and Potion, 

And ſent you down ſome pauliry Rhymes, 

The greateſt grievance of our Times ; 

When fuch as Nature never made, 

For Poets dayly will invade 

Wits Empire, both the Stage and Preſs, 


 Andwhich is worſe, with good ſucceſs. 


The Second Letter from B---- to 


F I can gueſs the Devil choak me, 
A What horrid fury cou'd provoke thee, 


"To uſe thy railing ſcurr'lous Wir, 


*Gainſt Loves Joys, the force of it: 

For what but Love, and tranſports raiſc 
Our thoughts to Songs, and Roundelays ? 
Enables us to Annagrams 

And other Amoroys flim flams ? 

Then we write Plays, and ſo proceed, 
To Bays, the Poets facred Weed, 


—— 


Haſt 


(73) 
Haſt no reſpeCt for God Priapu ? 
That Antient Story ſhall not ſcape us. 
Priaprs was a Roman God, 
But in plain Engliſh, --=--=-<-- 
T hat pleaſ their Siſters, Wives and Davboas 
Guarded their Pippins and Pomwaters, 
For at the Orchards utmolt entry, - 
This mighty Guardian ſtood Centry ; 
Inveſted in a tatter?d. Blanket, 
To ſcare the Mag-Pyes from their Banquet : 
But this may ſerve to ſhew we trample, 
On Rule and Method by example. 
Of Authors who. do. ſnap at al}, 
Will talk of Ceſar, 1'th? Capitol, 
Of Cinthius Beams, and Sols bright Ray, 
Known Foe to Butter-milk and Whey, 8 
Which ſoftens Wax, and hardens Clay. 
All this without the leaſt connexion, 
Which to ſay truth's enough to vex one 
But farewel all Poetique dizzineſs, 
And now to come unto the bulineſs. 

Tell the bright Nymph, how ſad and penſively 
Ere ſince weuf'd her fo offenſively, 
- Indiſmal ſhades, with Arms a croſs, 
I fit lamenting of my loſs ; 
To Eccho I her Name commend, 
Who has it now at her Tongues end, 
And Parrot-like repeats the ſame, 
For ſhow'd you talk of Tamberlyn, 
Cuffey ! ſhe cryes at the ſame time, 
Though the laſt Accents do not Rhyme ; 
Far more than Eecho, cre did yet, 


For 
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For Philis or brig ht Amorer. 
With Pen-knife keen of mod'rate ſize. 

As bright and piercing as her Eyes; 

A glitt'ring Weapon which wov?d ſcorn, 
To pair a Nail, or cut a Corn ; 

Upon the Trees of ſmootheſt Bark; 

I carve her Name or elfe her mark, 
Which commonly'sa bleeding Heart, 

A weeping Eye or flaming Dart. 

Here on a Beech like Am'rous Sor, 

I ſometimes carve a True-loves Knot ; 
'Therea tall Oak her name does bear, 
In a large ſpreading Charatter. 

I choſe the faireſt and the beſt 

Of all the Groveamong the reſt. 

| carv'd it on a-Lofty Pine, 

Which wept a pintof Torpentine ; 
Such was the terror of her.Name, 

By the report of evil Fame 

Who tir'd with immoderate flight, 

Had lodg'd upon its Bonghs all Night. 
The wary Tree, who fear*d a Clap, 
And knew the vertue of his Sap, 
Dropt Balſom into ev*\ry Wound, 

And in an hours time was ſound. 

Bur you are unacquainted yet, 

With half the pow'r of Amorer, 

For ſhe can drink, as well as do, 

Her growing Empire ſtill maft grow,” 
Our Hearts weak Forts, we mult reſign, 
When Beauty does it's forces j joyn c 
With Mans ſtrong Enemy, good Wane : 


This 


Sh 075) 
This was told by ------------, 

A Man whoſe word I much rele on, 

He kept touch, and came down hither, 

When thou wert ſcar*d with the foul Weather : 
But if thou wou'dlt forgiven be, 

Say that thy Love detained thee. | 
Love,whoſeſtrong Charms the World bewitches, 
The joy of Kings ! the Beggars Riches ! 

The Courtiers buſineſs, Citizens leifure ! 

The tyr*d Tinkers, cafe and pleafurs ! 

Of which alas Pve leave to prate, 

But oh the rigor of my Fate ! 

For want of bouncing Bona Roba ! 

Laſciva eſt nobts pagina vita proba. 

For that Rhyme I was fain to ble, "6 


When Pegaſus begins to ftamble, 
*Tis time to reſt, your very humble. 


Mr. F.---s Anſwer. 


Q2 ſoft and Anrronfly you write, 

Of things that in me breed delight ; 
That werel ſtill in Lanthorn ſweating, 
Swallowing of Bolus, or a ſpitting, 

I ſhowd forget each injury, 

The City Miſſes, offer*d me, 

And only of my Fate complain, 
Becauſe I maſt from them abſtain, 

The powrfnl God of Love, whoſe name 
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Kindles in me an Amorous flame ! 
Begins to make my Vigor riſe, 
And long again to fight Loves Prize! 
Forgetful of thoſe many Scars, 
I have recetyed in Venus Wars. , 
This ſhews Loves chiefeſt Magick lyes, 
In Womens concaves, not their Eyes, 
There Cxpid does his Revells keep, 
There Lovers all their ſorrows ſteep, 
For having once but taſted that, | 
Our miſeries are quite forgot. 
This may ſuffice to let you know, X 
That I to ſporting am no Foe, - 
Though you are pleaf'd to think me o : 
Tis ſtrange his Zeal ſhowd be in ſuſpicion. 
Who dyesa Martyr for's Religion. 

But now to give you an account 
Of C "fey, that Laſs Paramount ! 
Ci ! whoſe Beauty warms the Age, 

fills our Youth, with Love and Rage, 

Who like fherce, Wolves purſue the Game, | 
While ſecretly the Lech'rous Dame, | 
With ſome choice Gallant takes her flight, 
And in a Gorner Hugs all Night. 
Then the next Morning we all hunt, L 
To find who is grown lank upon, 
. With jealoufie, and envy mov'd, 
Againſt the Man that was belovd. 
W hilſt you within ſome Neighb'ring Grove, 
Indite the Story of your Love, 
And with your Pen-knife, keen, and bright, 
On ſtately Trees your _ write, 
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So that each Nymph that paſlles through, 
Muſt envy her, and pity. you ; 

We at the Fleece or at the Bear, 

With good Caſe-knife, well whet on Stair : 
A gentle Weapon, made to feed 
Mankind, and not to make 'em bleed ; 

A thouſand Am'rous fancies {crape, 

There's not a Pewter-diſh, can ſcape, 
Without her Name or Armes, which are, 
The ſame that Love himſelf does bear. 

Here one to ſhew you Love'sno Glutton, 
Pth' midft of Supper, leaves his Mutton, 
 Andona greaſfie Plate with care, 

Carves the brighr Image of the Fair. 

Another, though a drunken Sot, 

Neglects his Wine, and on the Por, 

A band of naked Cupids draws, 

With Tools no bfgger than Wheat Straws. 
'Then on a naſty Candleſtick, 

One figures Loves Hierogliphuck, 
And that the ſight may more inflame, 

The lookers on ſubſcribe her name, © N 
Ciffey ! her Sexes Pride and ſhame. 

There's not a Man but does diſcover.” 

By ſome ſuch ACtion he's her Lover, 6 

+ But now ?tis time to give her over, 

And let your Lordſhip, know, you ate 
The Miſtriſs that employs our care ; 

Your abſence makes us Melancholly, 

Nor Drink, nor Love, can make us jolly. 
Unleſs wa*ve you within our Arms, 

In whom there dwells diviner Charms ! 


Then 


| (73) | 
Then quit with ſpecd the penfive Grove, 
And here in Town perſae your love ; | 
Where at your coming, you ſhall find 
Your Servants gland, your Miſtriſs Kin, © 
And all. things devoted to your Mind. 


With your very Hum- 
ble Servant. 


On Mr. E-——- H-—-— upon "FN 
Boone Po_m__ 


Ome on ye Cr7ichks ! ſind one fault wko dare, 
For read it backward lik@ a Witches Prayr. 


*I will do as well ; throw not away your . |. 
| 


Teaſts, 

On ſolid Nonſenſe, that abides all Teſts: 
'Wir,, like Tierce Clarret, whewr begins to pail, 
Negletted lyes, and's of no ule at all ; 

But in its full perfe&ion of decay, 

Turns Vinegar, and comes again 1n play. 

This Simlle, ſhall Rand in thy defence, 

*Ffinſt ſuch dull Rogues, 2s now and then write 

ſenſe. | 

He Iyes dear Ved, who ſays thy Brain 15 barren, 
Where deep concelts,like /ermine breed in Carrin; 
Thou haſt a Brain, ſich as thon haſt indeed, 
On what elſe, ſhou'd thy Worm of Fancy feed ? 


Tet - 
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Yet in a Philbert I have often known, 
Maggots ſurvive, when al: the Kernell*s gone. 
Thy Stile's the lame, what ever be the Theame, 
As ſome digeſtions turn all Meat to Phlegm. 
Thy ſtumbling Founder*d Jade, can Trot as high, 
As any other Pegaſus can fly. 
As skillful Dyvers to the bottom fall, 

* Sooner then thoſe that cannot ſwim ar all ; 
So in this way of writing, without thinking, 
Thou haſt a ſtrange Alacrity, in linking. 

;Thou writ'lt below even thy own naCral parts, 
And with acquir'd dullneſs and new Arts, - 
Of ſtudy*d Nonſenſe,ak'ſt kind Readers hearts, 
So the dull Eele moves nimbler inthe Mud, 

Than all the ſwift Finn'd Racers of the Flood. 
Therefore dear Ned, at my advice forbear, 
, Such loud complaints 'gainft Criricks to pr efer, © 
: Since thou art turn'd'an Arrant Libeller : 
r . f.. Thou ſerſt thyName'to what thy ſelf does write, 
 DideverL bell yet ſo ſharply bite 


_ On the ſame Author upon 
EE bis B-—— P---— 


S when a Bully draws his Sword, 

1 "Though no Man gives him a crok word ; 

| And all perſwaſions are in vain, 

To make him put it up again , 
| ach 
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Each Man draws too, and falls upon him, 
'To take the wicked Weapon from him ; 
Ev'nfſodear Ned, thy deſp'rate Pen, 

No leſs diſturbs all witty Men : 

And makes ?em wonder what a Devil, 
Provokes thee tobe ſo uncivil ; 

When thou and all thy Friends muſt know 'em, 
Thon yet wilt dare to Print thy Poem. 
That poor Currs fate, and thine are one, 
Who has his Tail pegg*d in a Bone ; | 
About he runs, no body®ll own him. 

Men, Boys, and Dogs are all upon him. 
And firlt the greater Wits were at thee, 
Now ev*ry little Fool will pat thee, 
Fellows, thatne're were heard or read of, 
(If thou writs on) will write thy head off. 
Thus Maſtives only have the knack, 

To caſt the Bear upon her Back; 

But when th? unwilling Beaſt is thrown, 
Mungrills will ſerve to keep him dawn. 


On the ſame Author upon his 
New Ut-—— 


* 


£ & Hot dan'd Artipodes to. common ſenſe, © 
Thou foyle to Fluence ! prethee tell from 
whence, 


Does 
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Does all this mighty Rock of dullneſs ſpring, 
Which in ſuch Loads thou to the Stage doſt bring? 
Is all thy own ? or haſt thou from Swow-hiV, * 
TH aſſurance of ſome Bal/ad making Quill? 
No, they fly higher yet ; thy plays are ſuch, 
Pd ſwear they were tranſlated out of Dutch : 
And who the Devil was ee yet ſo drunk ? 
Toread the Volumes of Myn- tHeer-V an-Dunk ? 
Fain wou'd I know what Dyet thou doſt keep, 
If thou doſt always, or doſt never ſleep ? 
Sure Haſty Pudding is thy chiefeſt Diſh, 
With Lights, and Livers, and with ſtinking Fiſh. 
Ox-cheek, Tripe,Garbage, thou doſt treat thyBrain 
Which nobly pays this tribute back again. 
With Dazy Roots, thy dwarfiſh Muſe is fed, 
A Gyants Body, with a Pzgmyes Head. wh 
Canſt thou nor find *mongſt thy nunvrous Race, , 


' One Friend fo kind;to tell thee that thy Play's; 


Laguht at by Box, Pit, Gallery, nay Stage; 

And grown the nausous grievance of this Age! -- 

Thinkr on't a while, and thou wilt quickly-find, 

Thy Body made for labour, not thy Mind. - © 

Nor other uſe of Paper, "thou ſhou'dt make, 

Bat carry Loads of Rhemes upon thy Back ; 

Carry valt Burthens till thy Shoulders ſhrink; 

But curſt be he, that gives thee Pen and Ink, 

Thoſe dang*rous Weapons ſhou'd be kept fron 
Fools, +6 | 

As Nurſes from their Children keep Edge-tools, 

For thy dull Mufe, a Mickendet were fit, | 

To wipe the flav rings of her Infant Wit: _ 

Which thovgh ?cis late (if Juſtice cou'd be fotind; 

EF: | Shou'd' 
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| Shou'dlike blind, new bornPuppys,yet be drown'd) 


For were it not we muſt reſpect afford, 

To any Muſe, that's Grand-child to a Lord; 
Thine in the Ducking-ſtool ſhou'd take her Seat, 
Drencht like her ſelf in a great Chair of State, 
Where like a Muſe of Quality ſhe'll dye, >. 
And thou thy ſelf, ſhalt make her Elegy. © 
In the ſame Strain thou writ'ſt thy Comedy. 


intment, 
2 The Diſappo | 
rs b; 
Ne Day the Am'rous Li/ander, 
'By an impatient paſſion ſway'd, 
Surpriz'd fair Clorz; that lov'd Maid, 
Whocoud defend her ſelf no-longer ; 
All things did with his love:conſpire, 
Theguilded Planet of the Day, 
In his gay Chariot, drawn. by Fire, 
Was now defending to the Sea, 
And left ng light to-guide the World, ; 
But what from Clorzs brighter Eyes was hurl &. 
| px 
In a lone Thicket made for love, 
Silent as yielding Maids conſent, 
She with a charming languiſhment, 


. Permits his force, yet gently ſtrove ; 


Her Hands, his Boſom ſoftly meet, 


= 
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But not to put him back deſign'd, 
Rather to draw him on inclind, - 
Whilſt he lay trembling ar her Feet 
Reſiſtance, 'tis too late to thew, | Bo 
She wants the pow'r to ſay--Ah ! what d' you do? 


3. 

| Her bright Eyes ſweet and yet ſevere, 
Where Love and ſhame confufdly ſtrive, 
Freſh vigor to Ziſanaer give z 
And whiſp'ring ſoftly in his Ear, | 
She cry d---ceaſe---ceaſe---your vain delire, 
Or I'll call out what wou'd you do ? 
Ay dearer Honour ev'n to you, 
1 camot--muſt not groe--retire, 
Or take that life, whoſe chiefeſt part, 
IT gave you with the Conqueſt of my Heart« 


++ 
But he, as much unuf'd to fear, 

As he was capable of Love, 

The bleſſed Minntes to improve, , 
Kiſſes/her Lips, her Neck, her Hait ! 
Each touch ! her new deſires Allarmes ! 
His burning trembling hand he preſt, 
Upon her melting Snowy Breaſt, 
While ſhe lay panting in his Armes ! 
All her ungarded Beauties lye, © 


' The Spoils and Trophies of the Enemy, 
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And now without reſpect of fear. 

He ſeeks the Objctt of his Vows. 

His love no modeſty allows. 

By ſwift degrees, advancing where, 

His daring Hard that Altar f{eiz'd, 

| Where Gods cf Love do Sacrifice ! 

[] That awful Throne ! that Paradice ! 

lll. Where Rage is tan'd, and Anger pleas'd ? 
[/]] Thatljving Fountain, from whoſe Trills, 
ll The melted Sonl, in lipuid drops diſtils! 


Lil | 6 
Urr balmey Lips, encountering his, 
Their Bodies, .as their Souls they joyn'c, 
Where both in tranſports unconhn'd, 
Extend themſelves upon the Moſs ! 
Cloris half dead, and breathleſs lay, 
Her Eyes appcar'd like Humid light, 
il Snch as divides the Day and Night, 
| 2 Or falling Stars, whoſe Fires decay ; 

And now no ſigns of life ſhe ſhows, 

But what in ſhort-breathd ſighs, returns and goes. 
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He ſaw how at her length ſhe lay, 5 TH 
- He ſaw hergiling Boſome bare ; | 
| Her looſe thin Robes, through which appear, 

|| A ſhape deſign'd for love and play, 
i Abandon'd by her Pride and ſhame : 
' She does her ſofteſt ſweets diſpence, 


Off ring 
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Off ring her Virgin innocence, 

A Vittim to Loves facred flame. 
Whilſt tt? o're ravilht Shepherd lycs; 
Unable to perform the Sacrifice. 


8 


Ready to taſt a thouſand joys, 

The too tranſported hapleſs Swayne, 

Found the vaſt pleaſure curd towrain : 

Pleaſure ! which too much love deſtroys ! 

The willing Garment by he laid, 

And Heay?n all open to hits view. 

Mad to poileſs, himſelf he throw 

On the defencelefs lovely Maid ! 

But oh ! what.envious Gods conſpire ! 

To ſnach his pow r, yet leave him the delire ! ie 
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Natures ſupport, without whoſe Aid, 
She can,no humane being give 
It ſelf now wants the Art to live ; 


$ Faintneſs, its flacken'd Verves invade, 


In vain ti" enraged Youth aſlayd, 

To call his flecting-Vigor back; 

No motion, *twil! from motion take; 
Exceſs of love, his love betray*d, 

In vain he toils, in vain commands. 

TH' Inſenſible, "fl weeping iv his Hands. 
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IO. 
In this fo Arwrous cruel ſtrife, 
Where Love and Fate were too ſevere, 
']' The poor Li/arder in deſpair, 
|] Renounc'd his reaſon with his life. 
|| Now all the brisk, and Active fire, 
Thar ſhow'd the nobler part inflame, 
And left no ſpark for new deſire ; 
Not all her naked Charmes con'd move, 
Or calme that Rage, that had debauch'd his love, 


tis 
[|] Cloris, returning from the Trance, 

Ui} - Which love and ſoft deſire had bred, 

i; Her tinyrous hand the gently laid, 

Or guided by deſign or chance, 

Upon that Fabulous #: japns, 

T hat Porent God (as Poets feign) 

Burt never did young Shepherdeſs, 

(Gath'ring of Fern upon the Plain ; . 

More nimbly draw her Fingers back, 
Finding beneath the Yerdent Leaves a Szake 5 


| 12, IT, 
Then Clor7s her fair hand withdrew, 
Finding that God, of her defies, 
Fifarm'd of all his pow'rful Fires ; | 
And cold as Flow'rs bath'd in the Morning Dew ; 
' Whocan thy Vymphs confuſion gueſs ? | 
The blood forſook the kinder pltce, 
And ſtrew*d with Bluſhes all her Face, 
Which doth diſdain and ſhame expreſs ; p 
An 


| (87) 
And from Liſanders Arms ſhe fled, 
Leaving him fainting on the gloomy Bed. 


13, 
Like Lightning through the —_ ſhe hyes, 
Or Daphne from the Delphick,God 3 
No print upon the Grafly Road, 
She leaves CinſtruCt parſuing Eyes ; ; 
The Wind that wanton in her Hair, 
And with her ruffled Garments plaid, 
Diſcover'd in the flying Maid z; >» 
All that the Gods e're made of Fair. 
So Venus when her Love was flain, 
With fear and haſt fley ore the Fatal Plain, 


I 4. 
The Nymphs reſentments, none but I, ” 
Can well imagine and Condole ; 
But none can gueſs Li/anders Soul, 
Bat thoſe who ſway d his Diſtiny : 
Bis filent griefs ſwell up to Storms, / 
And not one God his fury ſpares, 
He curſt his Birth, his Fate, his Stars, 
But more the Shepherdeſſes Charmes; 
Whoſe ſoft bewitching influence, 
Had damn him tothe Depth of impotence 


« 
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"On a Giniper Tree now cut down 
to makg Busks. 


V/ Vil happy lI triumphant ſtood, 


The pride and glory of the Wood, 


My Aromatick Bonghs, and Fruit, 
Did with all other Trees diſpute : , 
Had right by Nature to excel], 

In pleaſing both the Taſt, and ſmell. 
But to the touch I muſt confeſs, 
Bore an unwilling ſullenneſs : 

My Wealth, like baſhful Virgins, E 
Yielding with ſome reluctancy 3 
For which my value ſhon'd be more, 
Not giving. eaſily my ſtore. 

My Verdent Branches, all the S 


. Did an Eternal Beauty were, 


Did ever young and gay appear, 
Nor needed any Tribute pay, , 


| - For Bounties from the God of Day. 


Nor do I hold SUPremacy, 

In all the Wood, ore ev ry Tree, 
But ev'n to thoſe of my own Race, 
That grew not in this happy place; : 
Bur that in which I glory moſt, 

And do my ſelf with reaſon bolt, 
Beneath my ſhade the other Day, 
Young Philocles, and Clors lay, 
Upon my Root he plac'd her Head, 
And where] grew ke ade her Bed ; 


There 
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There trembling Limbs, did gently prefs, + 
The kind ſupporting yielding Moſs ; 
Nere balf fo bleſt, as now tobear, 
A Swayn ſo young, a Nymph fo fair. 
My grateful Shade, I kindly lent 
And evry aiding Bough Ibenr, 
So low as ſometimes nad the Bliſs, 
Torob the Shepherd of a Kiis. 
Whilſt he in pleaſures far above! 
The ſenſe of that degree of Lore ! 
Permitted ey?ry ſtelth I made, 
Unjealous of his Rival ſhade. 

I ſaw ?em kindle todehtire ! 
Whilſt with foft ſighs they blew the Fire! 
Saw the approach:s of their joy, 
He growing more fierce; and ſhe leſs coy ! 
Saw how they mingled melting Rays 
Exchanging Love a thouſand ways : | 
Kind was the force on-ev”ry hide. 
Her new delires ſhe cou'd not hide, © 
Nor wow'd the Shepherd be deny'd ; 
Imparicnt he waits no conſent; 
Put what the gave by languiſhment. 
Thebleſſed Minute he perſa'd, 

Whilſt Love, her fear and ſhame ſubdu'd 
* And now tranſported in his Armes, 
Yields to the Conquerorall ker Charmes. 
His panting Breaſt to hers now joyn'd, - 
They feaſt on Raptures unconfird 3 
Vaſt and luxuriant, ſuch as prove, 
The immortality of Love. 
For who but a Divinity, 


My griefs muſt be as great and high, © 


(59) 
Cowd mingle Souls to that degree, 

And melt em into Extake ;. 

Where like the Zhenx both expire, 
Whilſt from the Aſhes of their _ 
Sprung up a New, and ſoft deſire, 

Like Charmers, thrice they did invoke 
The God, and thrice new vigor took - 
And had the Nymph been half fo kind, 
As vas the Shepherd well incliwd ; * 
The MyſPry had not ended there, 

But Cloris reaſſund her fear, +0 
And chid the Swayz, for having preſt, 
What ſhe (alas) cond not reſiſt : 

Whilſt he, in whom Loves ſacred flame, 
Before and after was the ſame, 

Humbly implores ſhe wou'd forget 
That fault, which he wou'd yer repeat, 
From eCtive joyes with ſhame they haſt, 
Toa reſleCtion on the paſt ; 
Athouſand times the Covert bleſs, 

That did fecnre their happynels.; 

Their gratitnde to'erry VIree 

They pay, and moſt to happy me ! 
The $h2pherdeſs, my Bark carreit, 
VVb1lſt he my Root (Loves Pillow) kiſt, 
And did with {ighs their Fate deplore, 
Since | muſt ſhelter ?em no more. 
Andif before, my joyes were ſach, 
In having ſeen, and heard fo much ; 
Whenall abandon'd I mult lye, 
Po2m'd toa lilent Deſtiny : 
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No more the Anvrous ſtrife to hear, 

The Sheepherdeſs Vows the Virgins fear ; 

No more a joyful looker on, 

Whilſt Loves ſoft BattPs loſt and won. 
With grief I bow*d my munrring Head, 

And all iny Chriſtal Dew I ſhed, 

Which did in Clorzs pity move ; 

Clores whoſe Soul is made of love, 

She cut me down, and did trandlate 

My being to a happier ſtate : 

No Martyr for Religion dyid, 

With half that unconſid*ring pride ; 

My top was on the Alter laid, 

Where Love, his ſofteſt Off rings paid, 

And was as fravant Incence burn'd ; 

My Body into Busks was turn?d. 

Where I ſtill guard the ſacred ſtore, 

And of Loves Temple keep the Door. 


On the Death þ of Ar. Grentull 
the F amous Paintcr. 


V \ / Hat doleful 7 es arc theſc that fright my , 

ſenſe, 

Sad as the grones of dying i INNOCence |! | 

The killing Accents now more near approach, 
And the infeCtious ſound, | 
Spreads and enlarges all around, 


And does all Hearts with grief and w onder touch © - 


'The 


; © + 

The famous GrnehilPs dead ! evn he, 
That cond to ns give immortality, 
Is to th? Eternal filent Groves withdrawn, 
Thoſe fullen. Groves of Everlaſting Dawn ; 
Youthful asFlow?rs ſcarce blown, whoſe opening 

Leaves, | 
A wand'rous and a fragrant Proſpect gives, 
Of what its Elder Beauties wow'd difplay, 
When it ſhou'd flouriſh up to ripening ay ! 
Witty ! as Poets, warm'd with Love and Wine, 
- Yet {till ſpar'd Heavin and his Friend ; | 
For both to him wereacred and divine, 
Nar could he this, no more than that offend. 
Fixt as a 44artyr, where he Friendhip paid, 
And gen'rous as a God! ge | 

Diſtributing his Bounties all abroad, 
And ſofr, and gentle as a Love-ſick Maid. 


Great Maſter of the Noble Myſtery, 
That ever happy knowledge did inſpire ; 
Sacred as that of Poetry ! 
And which the wonding World does equally ad- 
mire ! 
Great Natures works we do contemn, 
When on his glorious Births we meditate, 


| TheFace and Eyes,more Darts receiv'd from him, 


"Then all the Charms ſhe can create : 
The difference is, his Beauties do beget, 
inthe Enamour'd Soul, a vertuous heat, 

- Whilſt Natures grocer pieces move, 
In the courſe Road of common love. 
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So bold, yet ſoft his touches were, 

So round-each part, ſo ſweet and fair, 
Thar as his Pencil mov d Men thought it preſt, 
The lively imitated Breaſt, 

Which yields like Clouds, where little Angels reſt ! 
The Limbs all eaſe, as his temper was, 

Strong as his mind and Manly too ; 

Large as his Soul, his fancy was, and new; 
And from himſelf he coppy*d ev*ry grace, 
For he had all that cou'd acorn a Face, 

All that cov'd either Sex {1bdue, 


Each Excellence he had, that Youth has in its Pride, 


And all experienc'd, Age can teach ; 
At once the vig?rous Fire of this, 


 Andev'ry Virtue which that can expreſs, 


In all the height that both cou'd reach ! 


| And yet (alas) in this perfeCtion dy*d ! - 


Dropt like a Po:ſfom with a Northern blaſt, 
When all the ſcatter'd Leaves abroad are caſt, 
As quick as if his Fate had been in haſt ! 
So have I ſeen an unfixt Star, 
Out-ſhine the reſt of all the numerous Train. 
(As bright as that which guides the Zarriner) 
Dart ſwiftly from its darkn'd Sphear, 
And nee ſhall light the World again ! 
Oh why ſhoufd fo mach knowledge dye ! 
Or with his laſt kind Breath, 
Why coufd he not to ſome one Friend, bequeath 
"The mighty Legacy,. a 
Bat *twas a knowledge given to him alone, 
TT hat his Eternizd name might be, 
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Admir4 ts all Pofterity, 
By all ro-whom his eratefl name was known ! 
Come alt ye fofter Beauties, come! 
Bring Wreths of Flaw*rs to deck his Tomb, 
Mixt with the diſmal Cypriſh and the Yew, 
For he ſill gave your Chames-their due ; 
And from the injuries of Age and Time, - 
. Scur'd the ſweetneſs of your prime, 


And beſt knew how-to adore that ſweetneſs too / 


Bring all your mornfnl Tributes here, 
And let your Eyes a filent ſorrow wear, 
Till ev'ry Virgin for a while become, | 
Sad as his Fate, and like his PiCtures dumb. 


wh_—_ 


To all carious Critichs and Ad- 
mixers of Meeter. 


44 you ſeen the raging Stormy Main 


Tofs a Ship up; then caſt her down again ? 


Sometimes ſhe ſeems to tonch the very Skzes, 
And then again upon the Sazd ſhe lyes. 

Or have you ſeen a Bu, when he is jealous, 
How he does tear the ground, and Roresand Bel- 

lows ? 

' Or have you ſeen the pretty Turtle Dove, 
When ſhe laments the abſence of her love! 
Or have you ſeen the Faryes when they ling, 
And dance with mirth together in a Ring ?. 


Or 
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Or have you ſeen our Gallants keep a pudder, 
With Fair andGrace,and Grace and Fair Anſtruder? 
Or have you ſeen the Daughter of Apollo, - 
Pour downtheir RhymingLiquors in a holowCane? 
In ſpungy Brain, congealing into Verſe ; | 

If you have ſeen all this, then kiſs mine A--/s. 


R, Satyr. 


A Hat Timon does old Age begin to ap- 
VV proach, 


#That thus thou drooPt under a nights debauch ? 


Haſt thou lent deep to needy Rogues on Tick, 

Who ne're cou'd pay,and mult be paid next Week? 
7im, Neither alas, but a dull dining Sot, 

Selz'd me ith? all, who juſt my name had got z 

He runs upon me, cries dear Rogue Pm thine, 

With me ſome Wits of thy acquaintance dine. 

I tell rim Pm engag?d but as a Whore, 

With modeſty enſlaves her Spark the more. 

The longer I deny'd, the more he preſt, * 

At laſt I ene conſent to be his Gueſt. 

He takes me in his Coach, and as we go ; 

Pulls out a Libel of a Sheet or two; 

Inſipid, as th? praile of the Fairy Queens, 

Or $S-----, unaſſiſted former Scenes ; 

Which he admir'd, and prais'd at ev*ry Line, 

At laſt it was ſo ſharp ix mutt be mine. 
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| Tvow'd I was no more a Witthen he; . 

| Unpractic'd, and unbleſt i» Poetry : 

A Song to Philis | perhaps might make, 

ButneverRhym'd, but for my Miſtriſs ſake : 

I envy*d no Mans fortune nor. his fame, 

Nor ever thought of a revenge ſo tame. 

He knew my Stile, he ſwore, and 'twas in vain, 

T hus to deny the Iffne of my Brain. 

Choak'd with his flatUry, Ino anſwer make, 

Burt {ilent leave him to his dear miſtake. 

Of a well meaning Fool, Im moſt afraid, 

Who ſillily repeats, what was well ſaid. 

But this was nor the worſt when he came home, 

He askt are S-----, Bu----- » Sa---, cbme ? 

No, bur there were above /Jalfwir and Huffe, $ 

Kt----, and Dj-----. Oh 'tis well enough, 

They're all brare Fellows cryes mine Holt, let's 
Dine, 

] long to have my Belly full of Wife, 

They ll writeand fightI dare aſſure you, 

They re Men, 1am Aarte quam Alercnrio; 

I ſaw my error, but 'twas fiow too late, 

No means nor hopes 2ppears of a retreat. | | 


Well we falute, and each Man takes his Scat. 
Boy (fays my Set) is my Wite ready yet. 
A Wife good Gods! a Fop and Bullysroo ; | 
For one poor Meal, what muſt | undergo ? 
In comes my Latly ſtrait, ſhe had been Fair: 
Fit togivg Love, ardto Prevent deſpair, _ 
"But Age, Beauties incuteable Diſeaſe, ws 
Had left her more deſire, tlicn pow'r to pleaſe. '* | 
As Cocks will tt: ke,although their Spurrs be uw 
She 
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an - = 
She with her'o1d bleer Eyes to ſmiight begun +01 
Though nothing elſe, ſhe (indeſpight'of time) 
Prefery'd the affeCtation of her" prime'z © 7 
How ever we begun, -ſhe brought in love, 
And hardly from that Subje&t weld remove. = 
We chanc'd to ſpeak of the'Frexeh Kings iifcels 1 
My Lady wondr'd much how Heav'n. eou'd bleſs, 
A Man, that lov'd two Womet) at onetime ;' Ie 
But more how he to them exeuPdihis Crime. 7 | 
She askt Huffe, if Loves flame he never-felt? © 
He anſwer'd bJuntly--do you thinkPm gelt ? 
She at hs plainnefs ſmil'd, ther'turn'd tome, 
Love in young Minds, proceeds ev'n Poetry. 
You to that paſſion can no Stranger be, 
t Wits are giv n to inconſtanty:. 
e had run on 1 think till now, but Meat 
Came up, and ſuddenly ſhe took her ſeat: * 
F thought the Dinner wou'd makeſome amends; © 
When my good Hoſtcrys-out,-arealt my Friends; 
Our own plain Fare, and-thebeft' Terſe the Bull ) © 
Afﬀords, I'll give you, and your Bellies full : h 
As for French Kickſhaws, Cellery, and Champoon,, 
$ Rapgoiis and Fricafſes-m troath we/ave nofte. 
Here's 2 good Dinner towards thought 1, whett 
ratt - 2s 
| Up comes a piece of Beef, full Horſmans weight”; 
Hard as the Arſe of 2/---, under which, _ 
The Coachman ſwears, as Ridden by a Witch. 
A Diſk of Carrets, each of 'em as lon 
As Tool, that to fait Counteſs did belong z 
| Which her fmall Pillow, cou'd nor fo well hide, 
Biz Vyiters his flaming Head eſpy'd, 


is 
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Pig, Goole, and-Capon, follow'd in the Rear, 
With. all thatCountreyBumpkins,call good Cheer: 
Serv'd up with Sauces all of Eighty, Eight, - 
When our tough Youth, wreſtled and threw the 

Weight; - Wis 

And now the Battle briskly flyes about, 
Inſtead of [ce, -wxapt in a cold wet Clowt, 
A brimmer follows the third-bit we eat, 
Small Bear becomes our drink,and Wine our meat. 
The Table.was:ſo large, that in leſs ſpace, 
A Man might ſaye, fix old 1taliars place: 
Each Man kad as;:much room as Porter B----, 
Or Harrs had in Ckllens Buſhel C--, | 
* And now tke Wine began to work, mine Hoſt 
Had been a Colterel, we muſt hear him boaſt 5 
Not of Towns won,. but an Eſtate he loſt 

For the Kings Service, - which indeed he ſpent 
W horeing, and Drinking, but with good _ 
He talkt much of. a Plot, and Money lent 
In Cromels time. My: Lady ſhe 
Complain'd our love was courſe, our Poetry 
Unfit for modeſt Ears, ſmall Whores and Play'rs. 
Were of our Hair-braind Youth, the only cares ; 
"Who were too wild for any virtuous Leagne, 

Too roften to conſummate the intrigue. 

Falklard ſhe prais'd, and S»ckiings ealte Pen, 

And feem'd to taſt their former parts again. 

Mine: Hoſt, drinks to the beſt in Chriſtendom, 
And decently my Lady quits the Room. 

Left to our ſelves, of ſeveral things we prate, 
Some regulate the Sage and ſome the State, | 


, 
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Halfwiit, cries up my Lord of 0-SagL.,/ 
Ah how well Aduftapha, and Zanyerdye! 
His ſenſe ſo little forc'd, that by oge'Line, 
he | You may the other eaſily divine. 
| And which « worſe, if any worſt'tarbe,” 

He never ſaid one word of it to me. | ? 
There's fine Poetry ! you'd ſwear*twere Proſe, 
$50 little on the ſenſe, the Rhynies impoſe. © 
at. | Ram me. (ſays Dj-----) in my mind'Cot's nouns, 

- PF E------, writes Airy Songs, and ſoft Lampoons, 
The beſt of any Man ; as for your Nowys, : 
Grammar, and Rules of Art; he knows them not, - 
Yet writ two talking Plays without one Plot. 

' H----, was for S-----, and Aforocco prais'd, 
P4 —_— words, like Dreams his courage 

rais'd. 4001S V1 

Whoſe broad-built-bulks,the boyſrous Bjllows bear , 

Zaphee and Sally, ' Mngadore, Oran, 

The famd/ Arzile, Alcazer, Tituan. =» 

Was ever braver Language writ by Man ? by 

Kj--- for C---- declar'd; faid in Romance. ' 
. | He had out done the very Wits of France.” 

S3 Witneſs Pandion, and his Charles the Eight 5 
Whereia young Monarck, careleſs of his Fate, 
Though Forreign +Troops, and Rebels ſhock his 
. State, 
Complains another ſight afftifts him more. 
(/idel)The Queens Galleys rowing from the ſhore, 
Fitting their Oars and. Tackling to be gon, 
Whiljt fporting Waves ſmiPd on the riſing Sin, 
{| Waves ſmilling on the Sun ! I am fure that's new; 
if- | And twas well thought on, give the Devil his due. 
XX TE WY 5 -*- Mine 
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Mine Hoſt, who had ſaid nothing in an hour. 
Roſe up and praiſd ihe Indian Emperor. 
As if our Wyrld modeſt ly witharew, 


And here in privarg bad brought forth a new. 


There are twp-Lings!] who but he duriſt preſume 
To-make the old, World, & new withdrawing 
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Where of another World ſhe s brought to Bed! 
Wheat a braveMidyite js 2 Laureats Head ! | 

But ſhame of gl} thefe Scriblers,what dove think, 
Will S9----+-this year any Champoon Drink ? 
Will T#---- fight bun ? without doubt fays Hufe, 
If they two meets; their meeting will be rough. 
Sink me (ſays Dji>--+-) they Frezch Cowards are, 
"They pay ;but thiEngliſh,Scots and Smifs inakeWang b: 


In gawdy Troops, at a review they ſhine, 
But-dare not with.the Germans Battel joyn ; 
What now appears like courage is not fo, 
*Tisa ſhort pride; which from ſucceſs does grow; 
On their firſt blow, they'll ſhrink into thoſe fears, 
'They-ſhew'd at Crefly, Agincourt, Poytiers ; | 
Their loſs was infamous, Honor ſo ſtain'd, 
Is by a Nation not to-be regaind. (brave, 
What they were: then I know. not, now th' are 
He that denye84t; 1yes and is aSlave,. | 
(Says Huff and frown'd) fays Di----- thatdo I, 
And at that word. at tothers Head let fly 
A-grealie Plate, when ſuddenly they all, 
. . Together by the. Ears in Parties fall. - 

Halfwit with Di----- joynes, Ki---- with Huffe, 
Their Swords were fafe, and ſo we let 'em cuff, 
Tillthey mine Heft, and 1, had all bs. . ; 

| eir 
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"Their rage once over, they. begiri to treat, 

And fix freſh Bottles muſt the peace compleat. 

I ran down ſtairs, with a Vow never more 
To drink Beer Glaſs, and hear the H:#ors roar. 


Ie 
ng nt 
A Seſſion of the Poets. 
IK, | 
Fr Ince the Sons of the Muſes grew num'rous and 
O loud, 
For th? appealing ſo faftious, and clam'rons a 
Crowd ; | 


ang $450! thought fit in ſo weighty a caufe, 

T' eftabliſh a Government, Leader and Laws. 
The hopes of the Bays at this ſummoning call, 
Had drawn 'em together the Devil and al} ; 


* | All thronging and liſtning, they gap for the 
"wy Bleſling, | 
No Presbyter Sermon, had more crowding and 
preſſing. 


wy In the Head of the Gang 7---- D---- appear d, 
That Antient grave Wit, ſo long lov'd and fear d, 
But Apollo, had heard a Story "ith' Town, 
Of his quitting; the Muſes,to wear the-black Gown, 
And ſo gave him leave now his Poetry's done, 
To let him turn Prieſt, now &---, is torn'd Nun. 
This Reverend Author was no ſooner ſet by, 
But Apollo had got gentle George 1n his Eye, 
And frankly confelt of all Mea that writ, (Wir. 
Ther's none had more fancy, Ong and 
| G3 I: 
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But th' crying Sin, idleneſs; he was ſo harden'd, 
T hat his long -ſeaven years ſilence, was not to be 

pardon'd. | 
Brawny W----,was the next Manſhew'd his Face, 
But Apolſo.e'ne thought him too good for the Place; 
No Gentleman Writer that office ſhou'd bear, - 
*Twas a Trader in Wit, that the Lawrel ſhou d 
Wear. 
As none but a Ctr e're makes a Lord Major. \ 
Next into the Crowd, To-- S---, does wallow, 
And ſwears by his Guts,hisPaunch,and his Tallow, 
"Tis he that alone beſt pleaſes the Age, 
Himſelf, and his Wife have ſupported the Srage, 
Apollo, well pleas'd with ſo bonny a Lad, s 


T'oblige him,he told him he ſhou'd be huge glad, 
Had he half ſo much Wit as he fancy'd he had. | 
How ever to pleaſe fo Jovial a Wir, | 
And to keep him in humour, Apollo thought fit, | 
To bid him drink on, and keep his Old Trick, 
Of rainling at Poets, and ſhowing his P----. 
H---L---, ſtept in next, in hopes of a Prize, 
Apollo remember'd he had hit once in Thrice : | 
By the Rubyes in's Face, he con'd not deny, 
But he had as much Wit, as Wine cou'd ſupply ; 


\ , Confelſt that indeed he had a Muſical Note, 


But ſometimes ſtraind "fo hatd, that he ratled ith' 
| T hroat ; 
Yet owning he bad ſenſe, t' encourage him for't, 
He made him his Ovid in Aguſtae's Court. 
Poet S-- -, his.Tryal was the next came about, 
He-brought him an Ibrahim, with the Preface torall - 


QUT; 
And A 
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And humbly deſir'd he might give no offence ; © - 
O Ram me cryes S------, he cannot write ſenſe, ” * 
And Rat him cry'd 1Ve----,I hate'that dull Rogue ,, 
' Apollo, conlidering he was notjn vogue, | ” - 
Wou'd not _ his dear Bays, with fo modeſt a 
F201, | x | 
And bid the greatBoy,ſhou'd be ſenr back to School, 
'T--O----, came next 1--S----, dear Zany, © 
And ſwears for Heroticks, he writes beſt of any ; 
Don C----, his Pockets ſo amply had fill'd, 
That his Mange were quite cur'd,and his Lice were 
all kill'd. 
But Apollo had ſeen his Dull Face on the Stage, : 


And prudently did not think fit to engage, . 
& heſcum of aPlay-houſe,for the Prop ri an Age. 
In the num'rons Hera,that encompaſlt him round, 
Little ſtarcht Jowny C--- at his Elbow he found, 
His Crevar-fring, new Irond,be gently did ſtretch, 
His Lilly white hand out, the Lewrel to reach , 
Alledging that he had moſt right tothe Bays, 
| For writing Romances, and ſhiting of Plays. 
7 | Apollo roſe up, and gravely confeſt, 
| Of all Men that writ, his Talent was beſt : 

| For ſince pain and diſhonour, Mans life only damn, 
'3 0] The greateſt felicicy, Mankind can claim, 
Is to want ſenſe of ſmart,& be-paſt ſenſe of ſhame : 
And to perfeCt his Bliſs, in Poitical Rapture, * 
| He bid him be dull to the end of the Chapter. 

The Poetreſs Afra, next ſhew'd her ſweet Face, 

And ſwore by her Poetry, and'her black Ace, 
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* The Lawre!, by.a double right was her own, 
| For the Plays ſhe had writ, and the Congueſts ſhe 


* Anababaluthu put in for a ſhare, 


\j} Nor cou'd D----, forbear for the Lawre! to ſtu- 


To think that the Bays, to an for ſhou'd fall, 


For he had writ Plays,that yet ne're came ia Print. 
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; had won: 
Apollo, acknowledg d *twas hard to deny her, 
Yet-to- deat franckly and ingeniouſly by her,. 
He told her, were Conqueſts and Charms her pre- 
| tence | : 
She ought to have pleaded a Dozen years lince. 


And little T-- E/------Author was there. . (kle, > 


Proteſting he had had the Honor ta tickle, 
The Ears of the Town, with his dear 1fſada 
Fickle. ; 
With other pretenders, whoſe namesPd rehearſe , þ | 
But that they're top long now to ſtand in my Verſe, 
Apollo,quite tir'd with their tedious f{arrangue, 7: 
Finds at laſt 7--B-----, face in the gang, - 
And fſincePoets,with the kindPlay*rs may hang, 
By his own light, he ſolmnly ſwore, EE] 
That in ſearch of a Laxrear,he?d look out no more, 
A. general murmur run quite. through the Hall, 


But Apollo, to quiet and pacifie all ; 

Ene told ?em to put his deſert to the Teft, 
That-he had made Plays as well as the beſt ; 

And was the greateſt wonder the Age ever bore , 
For of all the Play-Scriblers, that ere writ before, 
His wit had moſt worth, and moſt modeſty in'r, 


Upon 
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Upon the Author of a Play 
' cal'd Sodom. 


Ell me abandon'd Miſcrearr, prithee tell, 
Whar damned Pow'r invok'd and ſent frota. 
Hell; 


(If Hell were bad enoygh) did thee infpire, 
To write what Fiends aſham'd would bluſhing 


| hear f 
Haſt thou of late embrac'd ſome Srccnbus ? 
And uſd the lewd Familiar for a Muſe ?- 


Or didft thy Soul, by Inct*oth? Candle ſell, 


To gain the glorious Name of Pimp to Hell ? 


,Iffo; go, and its vow'd Allegiance ſwear, 


Without Preſs-Money, be its Voluntier : 
May he who envies thee, deſerve thy fate, 
Deſerve both Heav'os, and Mankinds ſcorn and 
nate. | 
Diſgrace to Libels } Foyl to very ſhame, 
Whom ?tis a ſcandal to. vouchſafe todamn. 


' Whar foul defcriptions foul enough for thee, 


Sunk quite below the reach gf infamy ? 

Thou cover'ſt to be lewd, but wantit the might, 
And art all over Devil but in Wir, | 
Weak feeble Strainer, at meer ribaldry, 8 


' Whoſe Mule is impotent to that degree, 


*Thar need like Age, be whipt to Lechery. 

Vile Sot! who clapt with Poetry art ſick, - 
And voidſt Gorruption, like one Gallick Sick. 
Like Ulcers, thy impoſtum'd Addle Brains, 
Drop out in Matter, which thy Paper ſtains, 
 _  Whencs 
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Whence nauſeousRhymes,by filthyBirths proceed, 
As Maggots, in ſome Turd, ingendring breed. 
Thy Muſe has got the Flow?rs, . and they aſcend, 
- As in ſome Green-ſick Girl at upper end. 
|}! Sure Nature made, or meant at leaſt t'have don't, 
k" Tongue a Clytoris, thy Mouth a &e. 
| well a Dildoe, wou'd that place became, 
To gag it.up, and make't for ever dumb ? 
At lealt it ſhou'd be ſyring?d------- 
Or wear ſome ſtinking Merkin for a Beard, 
That all from its baſe converſe might be ſcar'd. 
As they a Door ſhut up, and mark*d beware, 
' That tells infeCcion, -and the Plague is there. 
Thou oorfields Author, fit for Bawds to quote, 
(If Bawds themſelves, with Honor ſafe may do't) 
When Suburb Prentice comes to hire delight, 
And wants incentives to dull Appetite, 
Their Punk perhaps,” may they brave works re- 
__ | | 
Gulling the ſenſeleſs thing with Proſe and Verſe. 
Which after ſhall (preferr*d to Drefling Box ) 
Hold Turpentine, -and Medicines for the Pox. 
Or (if I may ordain a Fate more fit ) 
For ſuch foul, naſty Excrements of Wit, 


|} ' For me Pd fear the Piles in vengeance ſent 
# Showd I with them prophane my Fundament) 
Therefore bugger wiping Porters when they ſhite, 
And ſo thy Bookit ſelf turn Sodomite, 


May they condemn to th? publick Jakes be Ty 


Ephilia 
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E-phelia to Bajazet. 


He” far are they deceiv*d who hope in vain, 
A laſting Leaſe of joys from Love tr obtain. ? 
All the dear ſweets, or promiſe or expe, 
After enjoyment, turns we cold negleCt. 
Cou'd love, a conſtant happineſs have known, 
The mighty wonder had in me been ſhown, 
Our paſſions are ſo favour'd by Fate, 
As if ſhe meant 'em'an Eternal Date ; 
So kind he look?®d, ſuch tender words he ſpoke, 
*F © ?Twas Taſt belief ſach Vows ſhoud v*re be broke. 
Fixt on my Eyes, how often wou'd he ſay, 
He cou'd with: pleaſure gaze an Ape away / 
When thoughts too great for words had made him | 
mute, 
In kiſſes, he wou?d till my hand his Suit. 
So great his paſſion was, ſo far above : 
The common Gallantreys, that paſs for love, 
At worſt I thought if he unkind ſhou'd prove, 
hisebbing paſſion, wow'd be kinder far, ES 
Than the firſt tranſports of all others are. he 
Nor was my love, or fondneſs leſs then his, 
_ lnhimlſenter'd all my hopes of Bliſs ! 
For him my duty'to my Friends forgot, 
For him I loſt, alas! what loſt Inort ?. 
Fame, all the valuable things of life, 
To meer his love, © by a leſs/narze then Wife. - 
| How 
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How happy was I then, how dearly blcſt, 

When this great Man lay panting on my feat, 
Looking fich things, as ng're-can be exprefſt ! 
Thouſand freſh looks he gave me ev*ry hour, 
Whilſt greedily I did his looks devour ! 
Till quite o'recome with Charms, I trembling lay, 
At ev'ry look he gave, melted away ! | 
I was fo highly happy in his love, 

Methoughts I pitti''d them that dwelt above ! 
Think then thou greateſt, lovelyeſt,falſeſt Man, 
How you have vow'd, how I have loy*d,and then | 
My faithleſs dear, be cruelif you can ! 

How I have lov'd, I cannot, need not tell,: \ . 
No every act has ſhown, I lov'd too well. 

Since firſt 1 ſaw you, I ne*re had a thought, 

Was not/entirely yours, to you I' brought, 

My Virgin Innocence, and freely made, 
My love, an Offering to your noble Bed : 
Since when, y2ave been the Star by which I ſteer'd, 
And nothing elſe but you, T loud er fear'd. 
Your ſmiles, I only live by, and I muſt, 

When efre you frown, be ſhatter*d into Duſt. 
[tj Oh! canthe coldneſs that you ſhew me now, 

Is Suit with the genfrous heart you'once did ſhew ? 
© 1 cannot live on pitty or reſpect, 
EF Athonght ſo mean,wou*'d my whole love infect; 
Sf Leſs than your love, I ſcorn Sir to expect. 
Ei) Let ime not live in dull indifferency, 
But give me rage enough to make 'medye |! 


wm 


U] For if from you, I needs muſt meet my Fate, 


{i Before your pitty; I wou'd chooſe your bate, . 
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(109) | 
A wery Heroical Epiſtle in An- 
ſwer to E-phelia. 


Madam, 141 to | 
FF yourr deceiv*d, it is not hy my Cheat# 

For all diſguiſes are below the grear. 
W hat Man or Woman upon Earth can fay, 
I ever us'd fem well above a day ? | 
How is it then, that I inconſtant am ? 
He changes not, who alwaysis the ſame. 
In my dear ſelf, I center evfry thing, ” 
My Servants, Friends, my Mrs. and my King, - 
Nay Heav*n & Earth,to that one poynt I bring. 
Well manner*d, honeſt, generous, and ſtout, 
Names by dull Fools,to plague Mankind found out; 
Sho'd [ regard, I muſt my ſelf conſtrain, 
And*tis my Maxim, to avoid all pain. 
You fondly look for what none efr=cou'd find, 
Deceive your ſelf, and then call me unkind, 
And by falſe Reaſons, wou'd my falfhood prove, 
For *tis as natural to change, as love : ; 
You may as juſtly at the San repine, 
Becauſe alike it does not always ſhine, 
No glorious thing was ever made to ſtay, 
My blazing Star bur. viſits and away. 
As fatal to it ſhines, as thoſe *irh* Skyes, 
©T is never ſeen, . but ſome great Lady dyes, 
The boaſted favour, you fo precious hold, 
To me*s no more than changing of my Gold; 
Whar efre you gave, I paid you back in Bli$s, 
Then where's the Obligation pray of this ?' 


[]}/]/ Oh happy S«{ran / whom we Barbfrous call, 
[/4]/| How much refin'd art thou above us all : 

[[]//] Who envies not the joys of thy Serail ? 
{|} Thee like ſome God! the trembling Crowd adore, 


(146) 


| If heretofore you-found grace in my Eyes, 


Be tharikfal for it,” and let thar ſuffice, . 
But Woman, Reggar-like, ſtill haunt the Door, 
Where theyfve receiv'd a Charity before. 
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EachMan's thy Slave,and Woman kind,thy Whore. 
Methinks1 ſee thee underneath the ſhade, 

Of Golden Canopy, ſupinely laid, 

Thy crowding Slaves, all ſilent as the Night. 

But at thy nod, allaCtive as the light! 

Secure in ſolid Sloth, thou there doſt reign, 

And feel*ſt the joys of Love, without the pain. 
Each, Female, - courts thee with a wiſhing Eye, 
While thou withauful pride walk*ſt careleſs by ; 


Till thy kind Pledge, at laſt, marks out the Dame, 


Thoufancy*ſt moſt, to quench thy preſent flame. 
Then from the Bed, ſubmiſſive ſhe retires. 

And thankful for the grace, no more requires. 

No loud reproach, nor fond gawelcome ſound, 

Of Womens Tongues thy Sacred Ear does wound; 
If any do, a nimble Mute, ſtrait tyes 

The True- loyes-knot, and ſtops her foolith cryes. 
Thou fear*ſ ho injur'd Kinſmans threatningBlade, 
Nor Midnight Ambuſhes, by Rivals laid ; 

While here with aking Hearts our joys we talt, 
Diſtarb*d by Syords, luke Demogles his F caſt. 


( 111 ) 


On Pret Ninny. 


(ont by that juſt contempt his Folliesbring, 

On = craz©d Head the Vermin fain wout*d' 
ing. | 

" But never —_ did ſo ſoftly bite, 

Or gentle George himfelf more gently write. 

- Born to no other, but, thy own diſgrace, | 

Thou arta thing ſo wretcned and ſo baſe, 

Thou canſt not ev*n offend, but with thy Face. 

And doſt at once a ſad example prove, 

Of harmleſs malice and of hopeleſs Love. 

All pride ! and uglineſs ! oh how we loath, 

A nauſeous Creature, ſo compos of both f' 

How oft have we thy Cap'ring Perſon ſeen, 

With diſmal look and Melancholly Meen, 

The juſt reverſe of Nokes, when he wouf'd be, 

Some mighty Heroe, and makes loye like thee ! 

Thou art below being langht at ont of ſpighr, 

Men gaze upon thee as @ hideous fight, & | 

And cry, _ there goes the Melancholly Knight. 

There are ſome modeſt Fools, we dayly ſee, - 

Modeſt and dull, why they are Wits to thee ! 

For of all Folly, fure the very top, | 

Is a conceited Ni-ny and a Fop. 

With Faceof Farce, joyn*d to a Head Romancy, 

Ther*'s no ſuch Coxcomb as your Fool of fancy : 

But *tis too much on ſo diſpis*d a Theam. 

No Man wouf'd dabble ina dirty Stream : 


The | 


. 


And to be ſomething they forbid, contrives. 


 APlough Mans tooby Meen, Face all a wry, - 
With ſtinking Bitath, and ev*ry-loathſome mark, 
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The worit that I cond write, won'd be tio more, 


"Then what thy very Friends have faid before. 


| _— ——— _——— 


; Manfier All-Pride, q 


PUrkag with Pride , the loath'd Impoſtume 
"I ſwells, 
Pr-k him, he ſheads his Venom ſtrait, and ſmells; 
But *tis ſo lewd a Scribler, that he writes, 
With as much farce to Nature as he fights, 
Hardned in ſhame, ftisſach a batted Fop, 
Thar ev*ry .School-bay whips. him like a Top : 
And with his/ Arms, and ,Head , his Brains ſo 
'_ weak,... - 
That his ſtarved fancy is compell'd to take, 
Among theExcrements of others wit, - 
To make a ſtinking Mcal of whart they ſhit. 
So Swine for nalty Meatto Dunghil run, 
And tofs their gruntlinſt Snowts up when they've 
done : | 
Again hisStars, the Coxcomb ever ſtrives. 


With a red Noſe, Splay Foot, and Goggle Eyes, 


'The Fuchianello fets up for a Spark, 

With equal felf conceit too, | he beats Arms,” . 
Bur with that vile ſaeceſs, his part performs, 
| : That 
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That he Burleſques his Trade, and what is beſt 


In others turns like Harlequin in jelt. . 
So. have I ſeen at Smithfields wondrous Fair, 


"When all his Brother Monſters, flouriſh there ; 


A Lubbard Elephant divert the Town, 

With making Legs, and ſhooting off a Gun. 
Go where he will, 'he neyer finds a Friend, 
Shame, and deriſion all his ſteps attend ; 

Alike abroad, at home, Pch* Camp and Gourt, 
This Knight, oth? Burning Peftle make us ſport. 


Upon Love fondly refuſ'd for Conſcience ſakg. 


Ature, Creations Law; is judg'd by ſenſe, 
Not by the Tyrant conſcience, - 

Then our commiſſion gives us leave to do, 
What youth and pleaſure prompts us to : - 
"or we muſt queſtion, elſe Heavens great decree, 

And tax it with a treachery ; 
f things made ſweet to tempt our appetite 
Should with a guilt ſtain the delight. 
igher powers rule us, our ſelves can nothing doz 
Who made us Love, made Lawful too. 
t was not Love, but Love transform'd to vice 
Raviſt'd with envious Ayarice, 
ade Women firſt impropriate ; all were free, 
Inclofures Mens inventions be. 
'th? Golden Age no aCtion could be found 
For treſpaſſe on my Neighbours ground : 
Twas juſt with any Fair to mix our Blood 3 


The beſt is moſt diffuſive good, / 
H.. _ She 


(114) 
She that confines her Beams to one mans ſight, 
Ts a dark-Lanthorn to a glorious light, 
Say, does the Virgin-ſpring leſle chaſt appear 
Cauſe many thirſts are quenched there ? 
Or have you not with. the fame odours met, 
When more have {melt your Violet ? 
The Phenx 1s not angry at her Neſt, _ 
Cauie her perfumes make others bleſt : 
Though Incenſe to th? eternal Gods be meant, 
Yet emortals Rival in the ſent. 
Man'is the Lord of Creatures, yet we ſee 
That all his Vaſfals Loves are free. 
The ſevere Wedlocks fetters do not binde 
The Pard s inflan?d, and Amorous mind ; 
But that he may be like a Bridegroom led 
'Even to the Royal Lyons Bed. 
The Birds may for a year their Loves confine, 
But make new choiſe each Yalentine. 
If our affetions then more ſervile be 
Then are our Slaves, . wher*s Mans Soveraignty? 
Why then by plealing more,ſhould you leſs pleaſe, 
And ſpare the ſweets, being more {weet;then theſe 
If the freſh Trunk have Sap enough to. give... _ 
That each inſertive branch may live ; | 
The Gardner Grafts not only Apples there, - ... 
Bur adds the Warden and the Pear, 
The Peach andApricock together. grow, 
The Cherry and the Damſan too; 
T1] he hath wade by skillſalHusbandry 
An intire.Orchard of one Tree 
$» Jeſt our Paradiſe perfection want, 
We may as well inoculate as plant. - 
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(15) 
What*s Conſcience but a Beldams midnight theam? 
Or nodding Nurſes idle dream ? 
So feign'd, as are the Goblins, Elves and Fairies, 
To watch their Orchards and their Dares. 
For who can tell when firſt her reign begun 2. 
It ſtate of innocence was none : | 
And ſince large Conſcience (as the proverb ſhewes) 
In the ſame ſenſe with bad one goes, 
The leſs the better then,- whence this will fall, 
"Tis to be perfeCt to have none at all. 
Suppoſeit be a vertue rich and pure, 
'Tis not for Spring, or Summer ſure, 
Nor yet for Autumn ; Love muſt have his prime, 
His warmer Hearts, and harveſt time. = 
Till we have flouriſh” d,orown,& reap d our wiſhes; 
What Conſcience dares oppoſe our kiſſes ? 
| But when times colder Hand leads us near home, 
Then letthat Winter-vertne come : 
Froſt is all: then prodigious, we may do | 
nty? What youth and pleaſure prompts us to. 


A Paſtoral Courtſhip. 


| drm theſe Woods, and mark my Sweet 
' 42How all theſe boughs toghther meet ! 
The Cedar his fair Arn:s difplayes, 
And mixes branches with the Bayes. 
Thelofty Pine dains to defcend, 
And ſturdy Oaks do gently bend. 
One with another ſubt' ly Weaves 
Into one e Loom their v1 leaves 3 
E + - 


Hl As all ambitious were to be 
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Mine and my Phyls:canopie ! | 

.- Let's enter anddiſcourſe our Loves ; 
Theſe are, my dear, notell-tale groves ! 
There dwell no Pyes, nor Parrots there, 
To prate again the words they hear. 
Nov babling Eccho, that will tell 

The Neighbouring Hills one ſyllable, 

Being enter*d lets together lye, _ 

Twin'd like the Zodiaks Gemini !- 

How ſoon the Flowers do ſweeter ſmell ? 
And all with emulation ſwell 

Fo be thy Pillow ? Theſe for thee 
Were meant a Bed, and thou for me,. 
And E may with as juſt eſteem _ 

Prefle thee, as thou-mayſt lye on them. 
And. why ſo coy? What doſt thou fear ? 
There lurks no ſpeekled Serpent here. 
No Venemous Snake makes this his rode, 
No Canker, nor the loathſome Toad. 
And yon poor Spider on the Tree, 

Thy Spinſter will no poyſoner be, 

There is no Frog toleap and'fright 
Thee from my Arms and break delight; 
Nor Snail that o're thy Cgat ſhall crace, . 
And leave behind a flimy Lace. | 
This is the hallowed ſhrine of Love, 
No Waſp nor Hornet haunts this grove, 
Nor Piſmire to make Pimples rife 
Upon thy ſmooth and Ivory Thighs. 
No danger in theſe ſhades doth lye, 
Nothing that wears a ſting : but I: 
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And in it doth no Venome dwell, 

Although perchance it make the fr well. 
Being ſer, let's ſport a. while my fair, 

I will tie Love-knots i in thy Hair. 
See Zephyrus though the leaves doth ſtay, 
And has free liberty to play: - 
And braids thy Locks ; And ſhall I find 
Lefs favour then a faucy wind? 
Now let nie fit, and fix my Eyes 
On thee, that art my Paradiſe. 
Thouart my all ; the ſpring remalas 
In the fair violets of thy vains : 
And that it 15a Summers day, 
| Ripe Cherries in thy Lips diſplay. 

And when for Autumn [ would ſeek, 

'Tis inthe Apples of thy Cheek. 

But that which only moves my ſmart, 

Is to ſee Winter in thy Hearrt. 

Strange, when at once in one appear, 
All the four ſeaſons of the year ! 
I'leclaſp that Neck where ſhould be ſet 
Arich and Orient Carkanet ; 

But ſwains are poor, admit of then 
Mere natural Chains, the Arms of men, 
Come let me touch thoſe Breaſt, that ſivel} 
Like two fair Mountains, and may well 
By ſtil'd the Apples, but that I fear 
The Snow has leſs whiteneſs there. 
But ſtay (my Love) a fault] ſpie, 
Why are theſe two fair Fountains dry ? 
Which if they run, no Muſe would pleafz: 
To taſt of any Spring oat but theſe. - 
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And Garnymed employ'd ſhou'd be 
To fetch his Fove Netor from thee. 

T hou ſhalt be Nurſe fair Yenu: ſmears, 
To the next Cupid that ſhe bears. 
Were it not then diſcreetly done 

To ope one ſpring to let two run ? 

Fy, fy. this Belly, Beauty's mint, { 
Bluſhes to ſeeno coyn ſtampt int. 
Employ it then, for though it be 


* Our wealth it is your Royalty ; 


And beauty will have currant grace 

That bears the image of your face. 

How to the touch the Ivory Thighs 

Veil gently, and again do riſe, 

As plyable to impreſſion 

As Virgins Wax, or Barian Stone 
Diſfoly*d to ſoftneſs ; plump and full, 
More white and ſoft then Corſal Wool, 
Or Cotten from the /24;az Tree, 

Or pretty Silk-worms Huſwifery. 

Theſe on two Marble Pillars raif'd 

Make me in doubt which ſhould he praifd ; 
T hey or their Columnes muſt ; bur when 
I view thoſe Feet that I have ſeen 

$5 nimbly tript it ore the Lawns, 

That all the Saryrs and the Fawns 

Have ſtood amaz?d, when they would paſs 
Over the layes, and not a Graſs 


Would feel the-weight, ror ruſh, nor bent *, 


Drooping hetray which way you went, 
O then I felt my hot deſires +3 
Burn more, and flame with.double Fires. 
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Come let thoſe Thighs, thoſe Legs, thoſe Feet 


With mine in thouſand windings meet. 
And Woven in more fſubtile twines 
Then Woodbine, Ivy, or the Vines. 
For when Love ſees us circling thus 
He'le like no Arbour more then us. 
Now let ns kiſs, would you be gone ? 
Mannersat leaſt allows me one: 

Bluſh you at this ? pretty one ſtay, 
And] will take that kiſs away. 

Thus with a fecond, and that too 

A third wipesoff ; ſo will we go 

To numbers that the Stars qut-run, 
-And all the Atoms in the Sun. 

' For though we kiſs till Phoebus ray 


Sink in the Seas, and kiſſing ſtay £0 7 


Tl kis bright Beams return again, 
There can of all but one remain : 
And if for one good ma+iners call, 
In one, good manners, grant me all. 
Are kiſſes all ? they but fore-run 
Another duty to be done, 
What would you of that Minſtrel ſay 
That tufies his Pipes and will not play ? 
Say whathre Blolſoms in their prime, 
That riÞen not in Harvelt time ? 
Or what are Bads that nee diſcloſe 
Thelong?d for ſweetneſs of the Roſe ?} 
So:kiſles to a Lover's guett | 
Areinvitations, not the feaſt. 
Seeevery thing that we eſpye 
Is Fruitfyl ſaving m__ 'F- 
. | 4 
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View all the Fields, ſurvey the Bowers, 
The Buds, the Bloſſoms and the Flowers. 
And fay if they ſo rich could be 

In barren baſe Virginity. 

Earth's not ſo coy as.you are now, 

But willingly admits the Plow. 

For how had Man or Beaſt been fed, 

If ſhe had kept her Maiden-head ? 

Celia once coy as are the reſt 

Hangs now a Babe on either Breaſt, 

And Clorz fince a Man ſhe took, 

Has leſs of Greenneſle in her look. 

Our Ewes have ean'd, and every dame 
Gives ſuck unto her tender Lamb. 

As by theſe Groves we walk'd along. 

Some Birds were feeding of their young, 

er Eggs did brooding fit, 

Sad that they had not hatch'd them yet, 
Thoſe that were flower then the reſt, 

Were buſfie bujlding of the Neſt, 

You only will not pay the fine, 

' You vow'd and ow'd to Valentine. 

As you were Angling in the Brook 

With Silken Line and Silver Hook, | 
Through Chryſtal ſtreams you might deſcry 
How vaſt and numberleſs a fry 
The Fiſh hath ſpawn'd, that all along 

The Banks were crowded with the throng. 
And ſhall fair V4 more command 

By Water then fhe does by Land ? 

The Phenix chaſt, yet when ſhe dies, 

Her {elf with her own Aſhes lies. 
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But let thy Love more wiſely thrive 
To do the aft whule th? art alive. 
"Tis time we let.our Childiſh Love 
That trades for toyes, and now approve 
Our abler $kill ;' they are not wiſe 
Look babies only in the Eyes. | 
That ſmoother'd ſmile ſhewes what you meant, 
| And modeſt ſilence gives conſent. : | 
That which we now prepare, will be 
' Beſt done in filent ſecreſie. 
Come do not weep, what 1gt you fear ? 
Leſt ſome ſhould know what we did here, 
See not a Flower you preſt is dead,} 
But re-erects his bending Head ; 
That whoſocre ſhall paſs this way, 
Knows not by theſe where Phylis lay. 
| And in your forehead there is none 
Can read the acc that we have done. 
; Phylss. 

Poor credulous and ſimple maid ! 
By what ſtrange wiles art thou beraid ! 
A treaſure thou haſt loſt to day, les” 
For which thou canft no ranſome pay... .- 
How black art thou, transforn'd with Sin! 
How ſtrange a guilt gnaws me within ? * 
Grief will convert this read to ale ; 
When every Wake, and Whitſund-ale 
Shall talk my ſhame ; break, break ſad heart 
There is no Medicine for my ſmart, 

No Herb nor Balm can cure my ſorrow, 

Unleſs you mect again to morrow. 
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Captain Ramble. 


Hilſt Duns were knocking at my Door, 
oe: I lay in Bed with wreeking W----, | 
With Back ſo weak, and Tool fo fore 
You'd wonder. 


I rais'd my Doe, and laid her Gown, 
I pinn'd her Whisk, and dropt a Crown, 


| - I Kiſt and then [drove her down 


| [| Ifatat uſcots in the dark, 


Like Thunder. 

From Chamber then I went to Dinner, 

And drank ſmall Beer, like mournful Sinner, 
Bat ſtill I thought the Duce was in her 
Amoris. 


And heard a Tradeſinan, and a Spark, 
' A Scriy*ner and a Lawyers Clark, 

£7 Tell Stories. 
From thence I went with muffled Face, 
To the Dukes Houſe, and took a place, . 
In which I Spew'd; may t pleaſe my Ladys 

Kindneſs. 
Had I been hane'd, I cou'd not chooſe, 
But laugh at H/-----, who dropt from Srews, 
Seeing that Ars. Marg ret H--s, 
So fine is. 


[ih ! " When Play was done, I calPd-a Link, 


Hearing ſome paultry pieces chink 
Within my Breeches, how 'dye think 
.  Iemploy'd'em? 
Why 


CT 
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Why Sir, I went to 44rs. Speerings, 


Where ſome wereCurl; 1g, others Swearing, 


Never a Barrel better Herring, 
Per fidem. 
Seavens the main, "tis Eight or Ram me, 
*Tis Six (faid I) as God ſhall fave me; 
And being true, they cowd not blame me 
So ſaying. 
- Save me (quoth one) what Shamaroone, + 
Is this has beg*d an Afternoon, 
Of's Mother, to go up and down: 
A playing ? 
Now this ts me, was worſe than killing, 
Miſtake me not for I am willing ; 
And able both, to drop a Shilling, 
Or Two Sr. 
Well faid my Lad, ( Qudth Bully cope ) 
With Whiskers ſtern, and Cordibeck, 
Pinn'd up behind his ſcabby Neck 
To ſhew Sir. | 
With Mangy Fiſt, he graſpt the Box, 
Glving the Table bloody knocks, 
Calling upon the Plague and Pox, 
To aſliſt him. 
Ten Shillings from me he did ſnatch, 
| He'd like to have made a quick dif patch, 
Nor wou'd Times Regeſter my Watch, 
Have miſt him. 
As Inck wow'd have it in came Will, 
Perceiving things went very Ul, 
Goth he, thowd#} better go and ſyill 
Canary. 
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We ſteer'd our Courſe to Dragon Greer, 
Whichin Fleer-ftreet is to be ſeen, 
Where we drank Wine, not foul but clean 
Contrary. 
Our Hoſt Eclipſed E----Hammin, 
Preſented lice of Bacon Gamon, 
Which made us {wallow-Sack, as Salmon 
Does Water. | 
Being over warm with the laſt debauch, 
I grew asdrunk as any Roach, . 
When hot Back'd Wardens did approach, 
Or later: 
But ſee the wretched confounded fate, 
Attends on drinking Wine fo late, 
1drew my Tool on honeſt Kate 
Fth? Kitchin. 
Which Ha---s Wife cou'd not endure, 
I told her _ ſhe look?'d demure, 
That ſhe carne lately I was fare, 
From Stiching. 
We broke our Glaſſes out of hand, 
AS many Caths, we did command, 
AS Ha----, Sa----, Sg-----, 
| Or O---. 
ThenlI cry d down Sir Harry Va---, 
And ſwore that then wou'd maintain, 
What he had ſaid, was too too plain; 
A juggle. 
And having now diſcharg*d the Houſe, 
. We did reſerve a gentle Souſe, 
With which we drank another Rouſe, . ' 
At the Bar. 


W 


. 
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And now good Chriſtians all attend, 
Todrunkenneſs pray put an end, 
I do adviſe you as a Friend, 
| And Neighbour. 
For to the mortal here behold, 
Who cautious was in dayes of old, 
Is now become, raſh, ſturdy, bold, 
And free Sir. 
For having ſcap't the Tavern ſo, 
There never was a greater Foe, 
Encounti*d yet by: Pompey, no» 
Nor Ceſar. 
A Cunſtable both ſtern'/and dread, 
Whois from Muſtard, Brooms, and Thread, 
Preferr*d to be the Brainleſs head 
. Ot People. 
A Gown, had on with Age made gray, 
A Hat too, which as Folks do ſay, 
Is Sir-nam'd to this very day, 
__ A Steeple. 
Hy Staff, which knew as well as he, 
The bulineſsof Authority, 
Stood bold upright at ſight of me ; 
Moſt true 'tis. 
The Bilbow Guard, that hither come, 
To keep the Kings Peace, fafc at hotne, 
Yet cannot keep the Yermin from 
Their Cutz. \ 
Stand, ſtand, ſays one, and come before, 
You lye faid I, like a-Son of a W----, _ 
I cart, nor will not ſtand, that's more 
De! Mutter. 
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You watchful Knaves, I'll tell you what, 
Your Officer, ith' ay-Pole-Hat, 
I'll make as drunk as any Rat; . 
Or Otter. 
The Cunſtable began to ſwell, 
Although he lik'd the motion well, 
Quoth he my, Friends, this I muſt tell 
You clearly. 
The Peſtilence you can t forget, 
Nor th' diſpute with the Dutch, nor yet 
The dreadful Fi Ire, that made-us get 
; early. 
From which (quoth he) [this infer, 
Taqhave a Bodies Conſcience clear, 
Excelleth any coltly Cheer, 
Or Banquet. 
Beſides (and faith Ithinkhe wept) 
Were it not better you had kepr, 


Within your Chamber, and have flept, 


In Blanket. 
But I'll adviſe:yon by and by, 


_ --A ſhame of all advice ſaid 1, 


Your Janizaries look as dry, 
ASVulcan. 
We came not here to talk:of Sin, 
--Come-here's.a Shilling fetch.-it 4n. 

Our bulineſs now. is to begin, 

 _ AtullCan. , 
At laſt Imade the Watch-men drunk, 
E camin'd here, and there a Punck, 
And thenaway to Bed I flunk, 
To hide it. 
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Now theſe my wiſhes are to you, 
Who will thoſe dangers not Eſchue, 
That ye may all go home, and ſpew, 

| As I did. * 


On Rome's Pardon. 


FF Rome Can pardon Sins, as Romans hold, 
And if thoſe Pardons, can be bought and fold, 
It wereno Sin, t'adore, and worſhip Gold. 


If they can purchaſe Pardons with a Sum, / 
For Sins they may commit in time to come, 
And for Sins paſt, 'tis very well for Rome. 


At this rate they are happy ſt that have moſt ; 
They'll purchaſe Heay*n at their own proper coſt, 
Alas! theiPoor! all that are ſo areloſt. 


Whence came this knack, or when did it begin ? 
What Author have they, or whom brought it in? 
Did Chriſt ere keep a Cuſtom-houſe for Sin ? 


Some ſubtile Devil, without more ado, 


Did certainly this fly invention brew, 
To gull *em of their Souls, and 2fovey too. © | 


FINTLKS. 


